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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Ie had my arm twisted to start posting this one! Enjoy! 


"Fucking hell. DAVE!" 


| toss my pager at the wall, watching as it slams into the brickwork Unfortunately it survives. Shit's built 
tough. 


From one of the bedrooms | hear a snicker and, slamming the door open, | glare at the string out guitarist. | 
cleaned up a little over ten moths ago and, I'm not gonna lie, it's tough. Tough when you're on the road. Tough 
when you're recording. Tough when people are offering you shit. Tough when your ex-boyfriend is still a 
strung out junkie. He didn't want me after | ditched the drugs and booze. Decided | wasn't fun any more, and 
I've been single ever since. Not that | care. All | care about is staying sober. 


"Why'd you do it?!" | bawl. 


He gives me one of those slow, druggy shrugs, the smug look still on his face. "Fun." 
"Dave, its not fun! l'm not fuckin’ interested!" 


Another husky snigger and Dave's reaching for his smokes. | flick them off the bed. I'm not in the mood, not 
for his shit. He shacked up here two months ago after his latest fling booted him out. Not that | blame them; 


I've had enough of him as well. 


He slides from the bed, stumbling as he picks up the pack. Taking one out, he puts it between his lips and lights 


it. Instantly l'm throwing open a window, the blue-grey smoke making me wretch. 
"What have | told you about fuckin’ smoking in here?!" 


"Shit, Junior, calm the fuck down. You've been fuckin’ uptight since you quit. Sooo fuckin’ boring. You need a 


good cock up your ass to sort you out" 
"Not with him!" 

"Why not?" 

"Because." 


Dave just glares at me, eyes shooting daggers. Storming from the room, | stare out of the window. On the 
floor, my pager beeps. Swiping it up, | look at the message. Its a single word. 


Please? 


Another album, another tour, another round of fuckin’ interviews. The questions are inane, always the same. 


What's this aloum about? What's the message? Dave, do you want to say anything about Metallica? 


| plaster on my best smile and give the answers they want to hear. This is our best album yet. Killer. Yeah, 
we're enjoying touring. Off the road for a while before we pick up again. Can't wait to see the fans. Can't wait 


to play. 


When it's all said and one, | slip on my sunglasses, shrug on my leather and leave. Cameras watch our every 
move, the eyes of the staff and groupies following. One of our assistants, some blonde woman, has been 
watching me for weeks. Not fuckin’ interested. No, I'm not sorry. I'm not in the mood for a relationship, 


especially not with someone who wants me for the status. Get fucked and stay away. 


Walking into a coffee shop, | order a large black coffee and slump in to a chair. Suddenly I'm not interested in 


anything; music, playing, sex, love, life. It all seems to have lost its luster since the drugs. Maybe l'm 


depressed. Or maybe it's the constant cold shoulder Dave gives me, the threats of spiking everything | eat and 
drink lingering over me. Even now, so long after | entered rehab, he's still making the threats and it sickens me. 


Suddenly | hate him. 


Sipping at the bitter coffee, | keep my sunglasses on and watch the world go by. A few people wave, some 
scream. | give them all a half hearted flick of the wrist. I'm not interested. 


In the pocket of my leather jacket something buzzes and | retrieve the pager, groaning when | recognise the 
number. If you're gonna stalk me, at least use different numbers. 


Want to see you, 


Calling would mean speaking to him so | just ignore it. Ignore all of it except for the cold stone in my chest. 


wun 


Please? 


The messages come once, twice a day. The person at the other end knows not to annoy me too much. They're 
too shy and awkward to be pushy. It's almost endearing except that | don't want it. | want to be alone. Want to 
study and keep my sobriety intact. Most of all, | want to be away from Dave. Right now, | hate him more than 
life itself. | hate the way he glares at me. Hate the way he mocks me being clean. It's like he needs someone to 


be his drug buddy and its no longer me. 


Who are the messages from? We met them a week or so ago while bumming around the city. This kid with 
huge eyes and an even bigger smile seemed to take a shine to me. And Dave obviously gave him my pager 
number and it's taken the kid this long to get in touch. But it can't go on. | can't hook up with him, not now, not 


ever. 


Sighing, | pick up the phone and dial the number on the pager. My heart's in my throat; | don't like making calls 
like this. They hurt me. The old David wouldn't have cared. He wouldn't have given a shit who he hurt. The new 


David does care. So l'm secretly glad when the answering machine kicks in 


"Hi. This is David Ellefson. Look, | know Dave gave you my number but I'm not interested. Its not you, its me. 


Sorry. Take care, okay, and see you around maybe." 


My pager lies silent beside the bed. The ache in me tells me l'm missing the messages. Missing that brief 
period of human contact from someone who didn't give a shit about anything except me. They didn't care that 
| was clean. Didn't care that | wasn't spaced out on drugs. Didn't care that | was no longer in to the rockstar 


bullshit. 


The bedside clock says 2am but my body says that it's later. Creeping from my room, | hear something 


coming from the guest room and heart freezes. 


It's the distinct sound of creaking springs, Dave's gruff voice muttering to whoever he's fucking. And the other 
voice sounds distinctly female. | feel my throat tighten and | fight back angry tears. Even though there have 
been others, his speedy replacement of me still hurts. Once | was his pride and joy, the jewel in his crown. Now 


I'm nothing, a burnished penny. Useless. Pointless. Worthless. 


Making myself a coffee, | pick up the Big Blue Book and sit at the table. Hours drift by as | drink and read, 
absorbing it all, healing my wounded soul. Yet it feels as though nothing will heal the hole in my heart. 


The sun creeps up and, with it, | hear the apartment door creak open and closed. | don't even bother to look. 


Once whoever it is has gone, | slam the book shut and storm in to the guest room. 


Dave's sprawled on the bed, comatose. The remnants of last night's drug binge are spread around him. 
Grabbing the bed clothes, | drag them off him. He groans and grabs for them. Instead, he gets my hand around 
his wrist. 


"Out! Fuckin’ get out!" 
His eyes open, suddenly scared in the early morning light. | lash out, my hand clipping his face. 
"Get the fuck out of my house!" 


Suddenly he's scrambling to his feet, hissing and spitting, face contorted into that trademark sneer. But it 
doesn't scare me any more. Doesn't instill fear in me. Instead, | loop my hand in to his hair and pull him down, 
crushing my nose against his as his fists take aim at me. 


"You do not bring others in to my house," | hiss. "You ask fuckin’ permission before you so much as breathe. 


Seeing as you can't, you can get the fuck out" 
"IIl fuckin’ fire youl" he snarls in response. 


My laughter is harsh and rough and | toss him away from me. "I don't give a flying fuck any more, Dave. All 
you do is treat me like an unpaid servant. You don't pay the bills. You don't pay the rent. You don't buy the 
food, or anything else. All you do is waste your money on drugs. l'm going out. If you're not gone when | get 


back, I'll kick you out myself.” 


| don't expect him to be gone, but l'm going out anyway. My arms ache from where he punched me but | don't 


care. Grabbing my wallet, | throw on some clothes, kick some shoes on, grab my keys and leave. 


Clutching a Styrofoam cup of coffee, | pace back and forth, staring at the payphone. Mentally | work myself up 
to it and, placing the cup on top of it, | drop a couple of quarters in to the phone and dial the number. Again 


the answering machine kicks in 


"Hi," | start, my voice shaking again. "It's David Ellefson. | made a mistake the other day when | called you. Page 
me when you get this." 


My hand's shaking when | hang up the phone, something I'd never realised. Do | want to do this? Do | want to 
meet someone else? Leaning against the phone, | look around myself before closing my eyes. Yeah, yeah, | do. 
l'm tired of the prison I've been put in because of what I've done. It's been ten long and lonely months and now 
I'm craving the company of someone who doesn't want me to be forcing shit in to my body. Even the rest of 
the band have turned against me, giving me the cold shoulder. No doubt they've been coached by Dave. I'd 


never realised it until now just how lonely | feel. 


Chapter 2 


Clutching a Styrofoam cup of coffee, | pace back and forth, staring at the payphone. Mentally | work myself up 
to it and, placing the cup on top of it, | drop a couple of quarters in to the phone and dial the number. Again 


the answering machine kicks in 


"Hi," | start, my voice shaking again. "It's David Ellefson. | made a mistake the other day when | called you. Page 
me when you get this." 


My hand's shaking when | hang up the phone, something I'd never realised. Do | want to do this? Do | want to 
meet someone else? Leaning against the phone, | look around myself before closing my eyes. Yeah, yeah, | do. 
l'm tired of the prison I've been put in because of what I've done. It's been ten long and lonely months and now 
I'm craving the company of someone who doesn't want me to be forcing shit in to my body. Even the rest of 
the band have turned against me, giving me the cold shoulder. No doubt they've been coached by Dave. I'd 


never realised it until now just how lonely | feel. 
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| spend the day walking the streets, ignoring those who want to stop me for autographs or to talk. | ignore the 
girls who try and throw themselves at me. | ignore everything except for what's in my head. Finally | collapse 
in to a diner, tired, hungry and thirsty. I'm just ordering food when the plastic box in my pocket buzzes. 


Meet me. [5456 Cabrito Rd, Van Nuys. Tpm. 
My heart leaps and | check my watch. Its 5.30pm. Rush hour. And my car's a twenty minute walk away. 


Leaving the diner, | pick up the pace, my hair sticking to my face by the time | reach my car. | probably stink 
of sweat as well. Smooth move, Ellefson Turn up looking like you've been dragged through a fucking hedge and 


stinking like a locker room. 


Pulling up at the address, | read the sign for Sound City and smile. It's a little before seven and I'm not going to 
go and disturb someone else's studio time. Instead | check myself in the mirror, get out and lean against the 
side of the car. Right now, | could kill for a smoke. | don't even know why I'm so fuckin’ nervous. I'm David 


fuckin Ellefson, bass player for the world's state-of-the-art thrash metal band. | don't get nervous. 
Except | do because I've got a feeling something special's happening here. | don't know what but | feel it. 


A door opens and someone scampers into the shadows. They raise a hand to their eyes before waving at me. | 
return the wave and try to ignore the knot in my stomach. A moment later and he's standing in front of me, 
hand still over his eyes, holding the strands of dark hair away from his face, huge smile on his face as he 
looks at me. | begin to feel my heart melt a little. 


"Hello, Dave," | murmur. 

If that smile couldn't widen anymore, | was wrong. "Hey, David’ 
Smiling, | nod at the car. "Come on l'm starving. What do you fancy?" 
Holding the mess of dark hair out of his eyes, he shrugs. ‘lm easy” 
Closing my eyes, | pinch the bridge of my nose and try not to laugh 
"Something wrong?” 


Looking at him, | smile away the chuckles. "No, nothing wrong at all” 


| couldn't bear seeing him squint in the bright evening sun so | fished around for the spare pair of sunglasses. 
They look good on him and | suspect | won't be seeing them again in a hurry. Not that | mind. | probably picked 
them up at some dollar store somewhere and if | can move some of my spare bits and pieces on to someone 


else, then great. Less for me to throw in the trunk when | finally up and leave. 


l'm not sure what to say so | reach and turn on the radio. Seems like a fair compromise for the minute. T-Rex 
spills from some rock station and | tap my fingers against the wheel, looking for a place where we won't 
attract much attention. 


| soon find it, a little diner off the beaten track which, like every diner, promises the best burgers in town 
Killing the engine, | completely ignore Dave, suddenly feeling like I'm sixteen again. Strange, random feelings are 
awakening and l'm not sure what to do about them. Part of me wants to run, while part of me just wants to 


keep him close. Protective | suppose. 


Suddenly he's at my side, all gangly limbs and large eyes. Taking in the city. | remember being like that once 
upon a time before drugs and Mustaine jaded it all. Silently | usher him in and we're seated in a corner booth 


with a view of the road. | don't have to look at him. Don't have to lose myself in those eyes. 


The only person who speaks to us is the waitress, a blessing for me. For several minutes after placing our 
order, neither of us speaks and l'm beginning to feel uncomfortable. This was a bad idea. 


No, no it's not. Fuck Mustaine. Fuck his idea of a sick joke. He's lead the poor kid into believing that there's 
something between us. And maybe | let my ideas of what | should be and who | should be get in the way. It's 


not Dave's fault he's been dragged in to the mess between Mustaine and myself. 


And maybe, just maybe, | am feeling a little something. A little spark of something in the depths of my dead 


soul. 


"How's recording going?” | finally venture. 


Dark eyes snap to mine, that smile breaking out. "Great, really fuckin’ great. I'm about finished but you never 


know what's coming up, right?" 
"Right" Pulling my feet onto the seat, | scratch the back of my neck. "How are you finding LA?" 
"Crazy, awesome, overwhelming.’ 


His fingers dance across the table, constantly tapping. | know that if | look down his feet will also be going. The 
sight makes me smile. Gotta love drummers. You can always tell when they're nervous, or excited, or just 


relaxed. Hell, they act like that all the time. 


'Itll pass. | was the same. Came from the mid-west in a van. My mother nearly died when she found out | was 


coming here." 
"| ; ; " 
can imagine. 


There's an underlying intelligence to him, one | know most people will dismiss. But that's what's catching me 
right now, drawing me in. Curling myself in to the booth, | look at me, taking in the almost innocent look he's 


giving me. An act? Or reality? 


"Yeah, it's a pretty crazy place at times," | say. "But you get used to it. You're just here for a couple of 
months, right?" 


He nods. "Yeah. Although you never know." 
No, you don't. You never know. You'll never know what the next day will bring. 


Soon we're talking music, swapping bands and songs. Suddenly, for the first time in a long time, I'm excited 
about music again. | feel myself coming alive, my face cracking in to a smile as we talk inspirations and loves. 
His eagerness rubs off on me and | can feel like cold exterior begin to crack, the ice barrier I've built around 


myself beginning to melt. 


Our food arrives and we both tuck in, devouring it like starved beasts. | hadn't realised how far my weariness 
at the world had pushed me in to myself, suppressing my vital needs. | know that if | look in the mirror I'll look 


skeletal, pale and drawn. 


| chuckle as | address the person across from me by name. "Normally used to yelling that name. Dave, stop 
hocking my gear for drugs! Dave, stop fighting with people! Dave, stop breaking my shit! Dave, get the fuck out 


of my apartment!" 


At the thought of my apartment my heart drops. | wonder if he's still there. Wonder what state my place is 
in. | try to forget about it and turn my attention back to the one across the table, the one who's laughing at 
my antics. Someone finds me funny? That's got to be a first. 


When the bill comes, | move to pay for it. "My call. You can get it another time." 


The words, which would probably have offended someone else, just make Dave smile. He's like this ball of 


energy, one which | find addictive. And it'll be an addiction | don't want to recover from. 

Sliding into the driver's seat, | ask him where he's staying. Dave gives me an address and | feel sick. Its a 
shitty apartment block, notorious for drug dealers and hookers. | used to score there all the time. Place is 
crawling with roaches and you're likely to get an STD just from stepping on to the property. 

"You're coming home with me. You can have the guest room for as long as you want" 

"You sure?" Suddenly the voice is timid and quiet. 

In the darkness, | smile. "Very sure." 

"l'Il pay you back." 


"No, you won't. Your payment to me is to go out into the world and do something amazing.’ 


A hand innocently touches my knee and | feel my stomach tie itself in knots. "Thanks." 


"Scratch that. You're not staying here either." 

Standing in what once was my living area, we survey what's left of it. Mustaine's gone. His influence hasn't. My 
once neat and tidy apartment looks like World War 3's hit it. Since cleaning up, I've become a bit of a neat freak 
everywhere, including my home. 

Curtain's have been torn from railings. Crockery is smashed on the floor and my furniture is reduced to 
matchwood. "Fuck you" is scrawled across one wall in what looks like blood. | don't care where it came from. l'm 


too angry to care. 


Laying my hands on Dave's bony shoulders, | turn him back to the door. "Come on. | know a nice little place not 


far from here." 
"IIl help you clean up." 


"No, you won't" | kick the door shut and guide us to the stairs. "You'll come back when it's an environment 


conducive to relaxing. Which will be sometime tomorrow. In the morning, I'll take you to the studio and get 
fixing shit while you're there." 


The place | take him to is a small mom and pop hotel a couple of miles away. The kind of place you shouldn't 
find in the heart of big, bad LA. With a creaking wooden sign and lots of bright lights, it's a guaranteed warm 
welcome. My parents found it when they first came out to visit. 


Standing at the door to his room, | slouch and stuff my hands into my pockets. Dave looks at me, all fresh 


faced and eager to please. 

"What time do you need to be at the studio?" | glance at the floor, suddenly nervous. 
"Eleven" 

Scuffing my foot against a patch of dirt, | nod. "Okay. I'll come and get you." 

"David?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Thanks for tonight." 

Finally | look up, managing a smile. "Should be me thanking you. l-" 


A hand comes to rest on my shoulder and | squeeze my eyes shut. Please don't do this. Please don't touch me. 


You'll make me want you. Make me break out of my routine. Make me do stupid things. 
"| needed it," | mumble. 

"Same as. And sorry about your apartment 

Shaking my head, | swallow and look at him, taking in the deep eyes filled with concern 
"Don't worry about it. Shit happens and it's mostly called Mustaine.” 

"He's really that volatile all the time?" 

Yep" 


"Shit." 


Chuckling, | grin at him. "Don't curse. Doesn't sound good coming out of your mouth." 


| expect a mouthful of abuse. Instead, | get a wide grin, one which warms my cold soul. We just look at each 


other until my nervousness returns. Shifting back a step, | look to my car. 
"Night, Dave." 


"Night, David. See you tomorrow." 


Chapter 3 


| don't get five minutes from the hotel before my pager beeps. Pulling it from my pocket, | flick on the car's 
interior light to read the message. 


Thanks! 


| can't help but smile. 


Storming in to my wrecked apartment, | swipe up the phone and dial our manager. 

"David, what the fuck is wrong?" 

"Three guesses, you'll only need one." 

| hear a long sigh. "Dave." 

"Damn right." 

"What's he done now?" 

"Trashed my fuckin’ apartment." 

There's a pause, only the crackle of the phone connection telling me he's still there. "How badly?" 

| look around myself. "Fuckin' everything. Furniture, bedrooms, crockery. You name it, he's been at it" 
"Right. Okay. Get it fixed. I'll speak to him when | see him." 

Kicking a pile of broken plates, | grunt. "Why bother? It won't do any good. And you know what?" 
"What?" 

‘Im done. l'm through. l'm fuckin’ tired of this. Fuckin’ tired of constantly being on edge around him. l'm out" 
"David, no!" 

"David, yes!" | scream. "Im tired! I've had enough! | want out!" 


"The tour... 


"Fuck the tour! l'm outta here." 


"Look, David," he groans. "I'll speak to you in the morning, when you've calmed down. Go shopping, fix your place. 


The money'll come out of Dave's." 
"Promise?" 
"Absolutely. Sleep well. 


Hanging up, | toss the phone back down. | don't want to do it any more. | don't want to have my life forced in 
my face time and again by the asshole. l'm tired of him taunting me, threatening to get me hooked on drugs 
again, laughing at me, breaking my stuff. Basically ruining my life. Why put up with it? | can branch out alone. 


lm David Fuckin’ Ellefson. | can do whatever | want. 


Grabbing a handful of garbage bags, | begin to tear apart my apartment, tossing away all the stuff Mustaine's 
broken. The bags and broken furniture pile up beside the door. He's destroyed the mattresses but left the bed 
frames intact. Strange considering the level of carnage he's left in his wake. Scrubbing the blood off the wall 


takes time and | don't care if he bled to death to do that. 


Finally, at 3am, | drop on to the couch. I've exhausted myself, my anger disappearing for the moment. Instead, 
my mind turns to the reason for my frenzied cleaning and | smile. My heart warms as | remember the smiles, 
the laughter, and the wide eyed looks of innocence. Normally our paths would never have crossed, the musical 


factions keeping us apart. Yet, thanks to a twist of fate, they have. And I'm glad they have. Glad I've been able 


to start bringing down barriers. 


Idly | run my hand over my groin, feeling my hard cock through my jeans. | can't believe he's doing this to me. 
Once upon a time, I'd have ranted against these kids, calling grunge "mindless music for a brain dead market". 
Now one of them is crawling under my skin, making me want him. As much as | don't want to admit to it, the 


post-drug ice castle I've been building is finally melting. Not only does it scare me, it excites me as well 


wun 


| drag myself off the couch, taking the debris of the night before to the dump before heading to the hotel. | 
roll up a few minutes before 10.30am but Dave's already outside, a cigarette trapped between two fingers. 


Normally I'd baulk at smoking but, for him, I'll let it slide. 


He shields his eyes from the sun, one hand raised when he sees me. The sunglasses | gave him the day before 


are hooked in the front of his shirt. Grinning, | roll my eyes and pull up in front of him. 
"Sleep well?" | ask as he gets in. 


"Best in a while. Sure beats sleeping on the floor of a shitty apartment. Thanks." 


"You're welcome." 


We fall silent as | pull back in to the traffic and head for the studio. There's things | want to say, need to say. 
But | can't say them yet. 


| glance to Dave, taking in the baggy clothes, hands tapping against his thighs. Dark hair is tucked behind his 
ears, eyes watching the road. There's an innocence about him, once which makes me want to scratch the 
surface. But | don't know where to start. For the past eight years I've been with Mustaine, and when | got with 
him, | was drunk. | don't know how to talk to someone l'm attracted to. 

"Tell me about you," | softly say. 

He grins at me. "What do you want to know? 

"Everything. You in to sports?" 

"Not really." 

"Favourite drink?" 

"Beer or coffee.” 

"How'd you take your coffee?" 

"White and one." 

| laugh and tap the steering wheel. "Snap! That's how | take mine.” 


"Cooll" 


We chat back and forth all the way to the studio. I'm feeling that Mustaine's practical joke is suddenly 
backfiring on him. My heart's warming, and fast. 


| pause outside the studio, watching him go in. Yeah, | want him. All of him. 


| drive around the second hand places, picking up new furniture. The only thing | buy new are mattresses. It's 


as I'm collecting a stack of mismatched crockery that | realise what I'm doing. 


I'm feathering my nest. 


l'm making preparations to welcome a new life in to mine. 


It excites and scares me in equal measures. It's as though l'm concreting on something which doesn't even 


have foundations, running headlong in to something which may fail. 

Dumping everything in the trunk, | try to imagine us together, me and this wide eyed, eager kid. My palms 
become sweaty, my breathing becoming rapid as | begin to panic. | don't want a relationship, not with someone 
who smokes and drinks. It'll lead me back down the slippery path. 

| don't want it. 

| dont want it. 


| don't want it. 


At that moment, my pager beeps. Expecting it to be management wanting me to call over my quitting, | find a 


message which dashes my fear. 
Please want me? 


Leaning against the car, | feel my panic melt to sadness. So much vulnerability and someone's coming to me to 


help chase it away. But why? Why me? 
Walking to a payphore, | stare at it for a moment. Dropping in a quarter, | dial Dave's voice mail service. 


It takes me a moment before | softly admit, "I want you." 


By the time I've finished loading everything in to my apartment it's time to head back to the studio. The place 
looks great, almost like new. The beds are made, there's new crockery in the cupboards, a new couch and TV. 
Its perfect. There's even fresh flowers in the guest bedroom. | don't know why. I'm not normally a flowers 
person but, as | was racing around the supermarket, they were there, their scent filling the air. Perfect for a 


new home. 


Dark clouds are gathering in the sky as | make my way back across the city, threatening to come and wash 
away the humidity of the day. Even though I've showered and changed my clothes, my shirts already sticking 
to my back. As | pull up in front of the studio, it's so dark that I'll be driving back with headlights on. 


A few minutes before seven and a bolt of lightening slices the sky open A second later and thunder tears 
through its path. The feeling of closeness has grown and | step out of the car to get some air. Leaning against 


it, | look at the sky, waiting for the first drops to fall 


"David!" 


He's standing across the street, waving at me. Grinning, | beckon him over, my heart leaping a little. A hand at 


my elbow stops me as | go to get back into the driver's side. 

"Not yet. Gonna rain in a minute" 

Fingers link with mine and | let myself be dragged to the end of the street. A few trees stand on the bend in 
the road, and | allow myself to be pushed beneath their boughs. Seconds later another flash of lightening lights 
the dark skies and the first raindrops begin to fall, splattering against the bone dry road. 


Shivers run along my arms as the rain gets heavier, the noise of the drops against the leaves oddly relaxing. 
Affer a day stuck in a stuffy studio, | can see why Dave wants to spend a few moments in the open air. 


Leaning against the trunk of the tree, | slide to the ground, sneakers scuffing against the dirt. A few stray 
raindrops slither down my shirt, sending goosebumps racing over my skin. They feel oddly nice against my 
clammy skin and | let my eyes fall shut, head back against the wood. | inhale deeply, taking in the earthy scent 
of the rainstorm and the way it's washing away the heat of the day. 


A body settling against mine makes me open my eyes and, in the shadows of the clouds and trees, | smile at 


Dave 
'Hey," | murmur. 

"Hi. Good day?" 

"Yeah. Got the apartment fixed up. And yours?" 

Our voices, as soft as they suddenly are, can only just be heard over the sound of the storm. 
"Yeah, Nearly finished” 

"Your parts?" 

‘No, all of it. About another week" 


| feel my heart drop. Not yet! I'm not ready to let go yet. We haven't even started and already we're about to 
be pulled apart. Why did | hesitate so long? Because l'm a fuckin’ moron, that's why. 


Sadly | gaze at him, just able to make out the sadness in his face. Leaning closer, | slide a hand along his jaw, 
my fingers trembling slightly as | draw him closer. My lips brush gently over his, another shiver snapping 
along my spine. For a second he hesitates and my heart breaks. He doesn't want this as | do. He has other 


ideas. 


But he doesn’t pull away, our lips barely touching. Instead, a hand slides beneath my hair and cups the back of 
my head. His lips part, a soft sigh breathing against mine, and he holds me closer. Slowly, the kiss deepens. Soft 


and slow; it's how | imagined it to be. Unhurried, without a care in the world. 


The kiss is as brief as it is wonderful. Pulling away, Dave grins and gets to his feet. Pulling me to mine, he 
drags me out in to the road and in to the rain. | scream and pull back, wanting to be back beneath the tree. 
But I'm not allowed. Instead, both of my hands are held in his as we laugh and scream, dancing in the rain 


Chapter 4 


We drive home soaking wet but happy, the storm still swelling around us, sheets of rain all but blinding us. It 


was an invigorating experience, one which seems to have cleansed my soul. 

Pulling up to the apartment, we linger on the walk to the door, the rain pattering over us. Fingers tangle with 
mine and | allow myself to be pulled to a stop. The street lights illuminate us, the dark clouds above us tricking 
them into thinking it's night. | feel my mouth dry as he slides his hands along my face, fingers tickling my jaw. 
My chest tightens as he looks into my eyes. When his mouth meets mine, | know that I'll always associate the 


rain with this moment. That every rainfall, every flash of lightening and rumble of thunder will trigger this 
happy memory. 


With Dave in the shower and myself dried off, | set to work cooking dinner. Something nice and simple like 
meatballs and pasta. Just as l'm about to attack the onions, the phone rings. 


It's the last person | want to speak to. 

"Junior, you cant quit." 

"Why not?" 

"Because." 

My anger begins to boil. "Tell me." 

"Because I'll make sure you never get another job." 


"Oh, fuck you, Dave. It's because, without me, the band will tank. And, you know what, right now I'd be happy 


pumping gas for a couple of bucks an hour." 
| can almost feel him seething. "Why'd you do it, Junior? Why'd you call the little shit?" 


"Because he's more than you'll ever be. You thought you were being funny. Thought I'd hate it and go on some 
rant. Well, fuck you. Joke's on you, shithead. Don't call again." 


I'm about to hang up when | hear the familiar whine. "Junior, please." 
"What?" 


"Do the tour, please. We'll work shit through." 


Ill see you tomorrow, Il30am, at the studio." 

And, with that, | hang up. 

"David?" 

Shit! | jump, a wooden spoon clutched in one hand, the walk around phone in the other. Dave stands behind me, 
wrapped in the same clothes I've seen him in for the past couple of days, hair hanging damply around his head. 
Despite picking up his stuff, all one bag of it, I'm wondering if he has any other clothes. 

"Sorry," | mumble. 

He takes a nervous step closer to me. "Why are you apologising?" 

"Because you didn't need to hear my outburst." 

"He needed to hear it" 

| manage a smile. "Yeah, he did." 

"Did you mean what you said?" 


"About what?" 


A blush creeps up his cheeks and he lowers his head, hair hiding his eyes. Fuck, if that's not enough to melt 
my heart | don't know what is. 


"About me." 

Swallowing around the lump in my throat, | nod. "Yeah, | meant it” 

Slowly he creeps closer, eyes peering up at me. A hand winds into the small of my back, reassuring against my 
skin My eyes fall closed and | let him guide me in for another of those whispered kisses. His lips are warm 


against mine, barely there, and | feel myself tremble and gasp, clutching the objects | hold closer. 


And then he's gone, melting away from me with a shy smile. 


Dinner's eaten in front of the TV, the twenty four hour news station looping the headlines on a fifteen minute 
cycle. | can't think of anything else to watch. I'm not sure there is anything else. 


The dirty plates are on the floor and Dave curls up next to me, head on my shoulder. For a moment, | freeze, 
unsure of what to do, before | drape an arm around his shoulders and hold him close. Even though we've 
remained silent for the past twenty or so minutes, his presence is a comfort, one which doesn't need words or 


grand gestures. He's just there, silently chipping away at my barriers. 


Grabbing the remote, | flick through the channels. Adverts, adverts, news, adverts, crap soap opera, news, 


crap soap opera. Finally it lands on MTV and | nearly put my fist through the screen 


Because there, in all his glory, is fuckin’ Mustaine. He's standing on a street somewhere, looking all stoned and 
disheveled, swaying slightly as he sneers at the camera. 


"Yeah, Junior's a real ass. Kicked me outta the apartment, put me on the streets so he could shack up with 


some fling. Fuckin’ guy was my best fuckin’ friend. Nah, | don't want to see him again, but | bet I'll ha-" 
The TV suddenly goes blank, the remote pried from my grasp. My entire body is tense, muscles burning. 
"Fucker," | hiss. 


"David." 


Fingers crawl along the side of my face, tilting my head down. | stare in to dark, endless eyes, eyes which are 


suddenly filled with worry. Eyes which | want to drown in 
"Don't listen to him. He's not your problem 

"But | feel responsible," | reply, the guilt creeping in 

Gently Dave cups my cheek. “That's what he wants and you know that 


| nod dumbly. It is what he wants. Wants me to feel guilty and go pounding the streets looking for him. Wants 


me to stop my life for him. No more. I'm not saving his ass again It's time for me to look after me. 


This time | initiate the kiss, my hands sliding along his jaw and closing the gap between us. As before, they're 
soft, teasing, barely there. Butterfly kisses. One hand slides into his hair, the other stroking along his back. 
When | sweep my tongue along his lower lip, he lets me in and | groan as | taste the beer and cigarettes and 


tomato sauce. 
He snakes a leg over my thigh and | clasp him closer as he rocks against me. | can feel his erection through 
his jeans and | let out a low moan, It does nothing for my own arousal and | raise my leg a little to him some 


leverage. The kiss deepens, my body on fire as our tongues sweep against one another. 


"Dave?" 


He shakes his head and presses his mouth back to mine, his rocking only intensifying. Propping my heels on the 
couch, | pull him in to my lap, my hands holding his delicate face as he thrusts against me. My own erection 
rages, painful in my jeans, but I'm not going to force him into something, not if he doesn't want it yet. Instead | 
lavish him with kisses, my breath coming in harsh pants as he rides my clothed body. My mind is in overdrive, 
imagining the possibilities. But if this ends after tonight, I'll still be able to die happy. 

Dave pulls away from me and drapes his arms around my neck, head resting on my shoulder. | rest one hand 
on the back of his head, the other winding around his tiny frame. Suddenly | feel protective, as though | 
something fragile in my arms. | try to remember what | was like at twenty two. Strung out most likely, unable 


to do any of this. Unable to pleasure myself, let alone someone else. 


Brushing the hair from his face, | press my lips to the soft skin of his throat. My tongue sweeps over the 


throbbing jugular vein before winding around his ear. 

"Come on," | murmur, "you can do it" 

His body rises and falls, crotch pressed firmly against mine. | press another kiss to the velvety spot just 
behind his ear, my fingers tickling along his back. Rest my head on his shoulders, | roll my hips, letting him 
know that | feel exactly the same. 


A quiet groan leaves his lips, whispering past my ear, and he stiffens, trembling beneath my touch. | hold him 


close, whispering encouraging words. 

Finally he melts in to my lap and glazed eyes look at me. 

"Sorry," he murmurs. 

Smiling, | brush the hair from his eyes. "s alright. Nothing to be sorry for" 
| get a shy smile in response. 


"Dump your clothes on the floor," | quietly continue, "and I'll wash ‘em tomorrow. Need to do some laundry 


anyway." 

"Sure l'm not imposing?" 

Damn, if | could melt into a puddle of happiness, | would. I'm still not sure | like what he's doing to my heart. | 
don't like my defenses coming down. They were put in place for a reason and now they're crumbling like sand 
castles. 


"No, not in the slightest. You saw what the last guy who lived here did. Compared to him, you're a saint." 


For that | get a sunny smile, goofy smile, one which forces me to respond, 


"And, to be truthful, the company's nice. You'll be a better room mate than him. Unless you decide to throw 


wild, booze filled parties, in which case give me twenty four hours notice so | can evict myself." 


This time he laughs and begins to relax a little more. My arms drape loosely around his waist, fingers locked in 
the small of his back. There's barely an ounce of fat on him, just skin and bone. Probably had a crazy growth 
spurt and his body's still catching up. 


"So you don't drink?" 
| shake my head. "Been clean for nearly a year now." 


"Must be tough." 


"It is, which is why | hated the other Dave so much. He was forever shoving it in my face, threatening to lace 


my food with shit. It's why | lost the plot with him." 
Dave creeps a hand into my hair and strokes my head. | purr softly, eyes falling shut as | relax. 
| won't drink around you then" 


| smile and open an eye, leaning in to kiss his cheek. The flutter pulls at my heart again. "Thanks, but you don't 


have to protect me. You do what you want. I've got the feeling you won't go Mustaine crazy after a couple." 


| go to bed alone and with a raging erection Keeping an eye out for anyone shuffling around, | wrap my hand 
around my cock and furiously jerk off. It's quick and over in seconds, Dave's name murmuring from my lips as 


my come splashes against my chest. 


Falling back against the bed, | stare at the ceiling, just able to make out the cracks through the darkness. The 
past few hours play through my mind, the sudden change in our relationship scaring me. It shouldn't, but it 
does. | can have whoever | want. Yet, once long ago, they'd have meant very little to me, mere fucks to get 
my end away. This.. This is something completely different. While | cared for Mustaine, his constant 
recklessness pushed me away. But this one.. This one's different, one | know that | have to take care of. For 
once, I'll be providing for another rather than have to go to Mustaine with my hand outstretched, 


Yet it'll be over all too soon. He'll be returning home and me, I'll be going on tour. There's no way it can work. 
No way the distance will keep us together. The thoughts turn my heart to stone. | don't want to think about it. 
Need to just enjoy what we have. 


Beside my bed, my pager beeps. Turning on the small lamp, | pick it up. The number on it's changed. This time 


its a number | recognise. My number. | smile at the message. 


The future is ours. Thank you. 


Chapter 5 


After I've dropped Dave back at the studio, | make for ours, a million questions playing through my mind. 
Primarily, I'm wondering why he picked me. Why he chose to come to me. Why? Why? Why? | couldn't 
understand it. Or maybe | wasn't supposed to understand it. Isn't that half of the fun of falling in love with 


someone? 


Walking in to our studio, | ignore the angry glares and crash on to a couch. Crossing one leg over the other, | 


stare at the wall 
"So, Junior.” | don't even look at Dave as he speaks. "You're doing the tour?" 

"Yeah" | turn and glare at him. "Got anything else to say?" 

He gives me that confused puppy look, as though he's forgotten what he's done. He probably has. "Like what?" 
‘Like ‘Im really sorry for trashing your apartment and | promise to pay for all the damage’ 

Dave just glances at the floor, hands twisting in front of him. 


"Oh, and thanks for handing out my pager number," | continue. "For your information, I'm really, really happy 


and, after this tour's done, | don't want another damn thing to do with you because l'm leaving LA” 


There's a chorus of "What?l"'s and "Junior!" but | don't look at any of them. Instead my eyes are trained on 
Dave. He hides behind his hair and, from the gentle rise and fall of his shoulders, | know he's fighting back his 


emotions. 

"David," his voice is soft, breaking. 

"No, I'm going. | don't care if | have to flip burgers for the rest of my life because I'll go and support this guy 
through everything. Unlike you who, when | got sober, couldn't have given a fuck. You never gave me the 
support | needed. Instead you tossed it back at me. You don't care, Dave. You've never cared. | was raised to be 
there if someone needed me. | was there for you but you didn't want it. Now I'm going to go and support 


someone else." 


Dave looks at me with tear reddened eyes but | refuse to feel anything. He's brought this on himself. If he 


wanted me to stick around, he should have thought of what his actions would do. 
‘Its your own fault, Dave. You brought it on yourself” 


Getting to his feet, he walks out, the door slamming behind him. 


We rehearse for a couple of hours, but my heart's not in it and | can tell. | can hear it in my playing. It's 
lacklustre and cold, just going through the motions. Nick corners me as l'm about to leave. | can tell he's pulled 
between pissed off and upset. 


"Want to talk about it?" 

Dropping my bass back on to the stand, | shake my head. "Not tonight, man" 

"Come on, why are you doing this?" 

Sighing, | lean against a wall and glare at him. “Because l'm finally at the end of my tether with Dave, that's 
why. One more day, one more album, one more tour, and I'll end up either back on the smack or shooting 


myself. And | don't particularly want to do either." 


The sadness settles over his face and | feel my heart ache. These guys have been dragged into our mess, 


forced to watch us implode. 
Reaching out a hand, | stroke his shoulder. "It'll be alright. Life'll go on" | smile sadly. "It'll just be without me." 


‘| wish it wasn't," he sighs. 


Four days. It's all we've got until we go our separate ways. Dave'll go goodness knows where and I'll have six 
long, and lonely, weeks on the road. Sitting in front of Sound City, with my hands and chin resting on the 
steering wheel, | gaze along the road. My mind can only think of the minutes counting down, each one a second 
closer to the inevitable. 


And | knew it would happen. My defenses came down too quickly. | should have kept them intact. Should have 
stayed focused. Should never have answered those messages because now I've set myself up for heartache 
and for crawling back to Mustaine. 


When the car door opens and someone settles in the passenger seat, | realise I'm not going to do any of that. 


l'm going to make good on my promise. I'm going to do exactly what | said I'm going to do. 
Arms snake around my chest and a head tucks beneath my chin. Smiling, | wrap my arms around Dave and 
hug him. It's nice to be wanted. Nice to have someone who wants the little things in life. I'm sure there'll be 


bitching and fighting. But it's natural. No one's perfect. 


"So," | mutter in to the head of dark hair, "what do you want to do tonight?" 


"Ice cream." 
"Hot and bothered?" 
He nods in response. 


"Welcome to a California summer. Can do one better than that. | know a great little place which is right on the 
beach. We can take a walk afterwards." 


Except, if yesterday's escapades were anything to go by, | know it won't just be a walk. I've got a funny feeling 


I'll wind up swimming.. 


woun 


The ice cream parlour is another of those little mom and pop places my parents found. It sits right on the 
beach, giving us front row seats as the sun begins to paint the sky orange and pink. We order the biggest 
sundaes on the menu, so big that we probably won't finish them. There's a lot of smiling, a lot of unspoken 
words hanging in the air. I'm still not sure what to do, what to say, how to act. It makes me nervous, and | find 


myself gazing out to sea, my brain completely confused. 
"What's your funniest touring story?" Dave finally asks. 


Tapping the spoon against the glass, | pause and stare at the wall, suddenly grateful to be opening my mouth 
and talking. "Funniest touring story." 


"Yeah?" 


"Okay." My eyes snap back to his and | grin. “It was late night. We're on the bus, rocking through goodness 
knows where. All the lights are out and everyone's trying to sleep. | always sleep on the lower bunk and Dave's 
always above me. Anyway, on this particular night, the bunk above me starts creaking, and not just in the 
usual bus moving kind of way. It was a rhythmic sound. At first, | thought only | could hear it. But then Chris 
hisses if anyone else can hear it. | whisper that | can. The sound doesn't stop so we all creep out and stare 
through the tiny gap in the curtains. Dave's jerking off. Nothing unusual there. Not until we see what he was 
looking at." 


Dave's eyes are like saucers and my grin widens. "He's lying there, one hand around his cock, ignoring us while 
he stares at a photo of Tom Jones." 


"Nol" A hand clamps over his eyes, the horror etched in to his voice. 


| take another mouthful of ice cream. "True story. I'm not going to live alone with that image etched in my 


mind. You gotta live with it too." 


Dave peers through his fingers, grinning like a maniac. "Can't believe it" 

"You ain't the only one.” 

"Gonna get you back for giving me that picture." 

| raise an eyebrow. ‘Oh, really now?" 

Fingers, laden with ice cream and fudge sauce smear a sticky line from my forehead to my chin. | hear myself 
yell, laughter counteracting it. Opening a sticky eye, | playfully glare at the man across from me. He's holding 
on to the table, laughing so hard he can barely breathe. 

‘Oh, you'd better start running," | growl. 

Dave gives me a look which says he's accepted whatever challenge I've tossed at him, and bolts for the door. 
Wiping the back of my hand across my eyes, | clear my vision enough to make after him. Screaming down the 
wooden steps and to the empty beach, | chase him along the shoreline, laughing as he glances over his 


shoulder, hair flailing around his head. Catching up with him, | grab him, arms snaking around his waist as | give 
him a sticky kiss. My heart leaps when he doesn't pull away, arms hanging around my neck. 


Chapter 6 


Washing myself in the surf, we kick off our shoes and | take his hand. Silently we walk the length of the beach, 
the salty breeze wrapping around us, the white tendrils of the waves licking at our feet. It's blissful after the 
heat of the day, the damp sand cool between my toes. My thumb runs over the back of his hand, rubbing 
away the aches of a day playing. | know what it's like, crushed in a studio. Joints aching, muscles seizing, the 
body not wanting to know whether it wants to sleep or party. Eventually you crash and burn, exhaustion 
screaming through you, your brain no longer able to think properly. And that's when everything else takes 
over, the drink, the drugs, the sex. 


Not any more. For the first time in months, | feel at peace as | wander the beach, holding the hand of 
someone who's making no demands of me. Someone who doesn't give a flying fuck who | am, and is asking 


nothing in return. 


Above us, the sky turns indigo, the stars slowly flickering to life. Stretching my head back, | smile and inhale 


the crisp, clear air. 

“Beautiful.” 

Dave tightens his hand around mine. "Yeah, it is. So fuckin’ clear.” 
| chuckle. "What have | told you about cursing?" 

"Fuck you!" 


Laughing, | drop his hand and drape my arm around his shoulders. His arm wanders around my waist, long 


fingers clutching my hip. 


A full moon lights our way as we make for an outcrop of rocks. Pulling ourselves up, we huddle together, the 


stone cold under our feet. Arms around one another, we gaze out to sea 
"What are you thinking?" 


My arm tightens around him and | bury my nose in his hair, the heady scent of sweat, shampoo, and sweat 


surrounding me. 
"Four days from now," | softly reply. 
"And?" 


"And I'll lose you. l'm not ready for that yet" 


My heart cracks at my own admission, a cold bolt of pain tearing through me. My barriers are well and truly 


down, the drummer in my arms having cautiously taken them apart. 


He shifts closer, breath tickling my throat. Suddenly | want to cry, an emotion which is completely alien to me. 
My emotions have been locked down for the last year, bolted away, never to be seen again. | hadn't expected 


them to rear their ugly heads again. 


"We'll still be together," he replies. "And if you leave me your tour itinerary I'll call you every day. Unless you 
don't want me to." 


"Nol" lm shocked at the tone in my voice, desperate and needy, howling for someone to cling to. "I want to hear 


from you. But only if you can afford it." 


A silence falls over us, one filled with the painful knowledge of the flat broke musician. No money, eating when 
and where you can, taking freebies even if it means fucking someone. | panhandled when | first moved to 
California. Did it for far longer than | thought I'd have to. Worked shitty jobs while Dave dealt drugs. We still 


never seemed to have anything to our name. 


"Give me yours as well. I'll call every day. And" | take a deep breath, knowing I'm stepping over that line of 
giving someone something. What if he thinks | want favours in returns? l'm going to try anyway. "And I'm going 
to give you some cash. Just so you can keep in touch and eat and stuff. Don't want you going through what | 
went through." 


"David, you don't have to." 

‘| do." The heartache is evident in my voice. "It's what people do for those they love." 

Shit! My eyes widen, my heart suddenly going in to overdrive, and I'm off, jumping down and running. My feet 
beat against the sand, flecks of water soaking my jeans. | don't want to think, don't want to see. | just want to 
be gone. How could | be so stupid? How could | let my guard down so easily? Thinking with your fucking dick 


again, Ellefson, that's why. Living on a promise. 


"David!" My name's called over the wind but | don't stop. Keep going, put as much space between us as 
possible. 


My lungs begin to burn and my muscles begin to ache. My eyes sting and | swear it's from the saltwater, not 


because l'm threatening to cry. Stupid, stupid, stupid. 


"David!" His voice is closer this time and | whirl around to look behind me, sweat and water straggled hair 


sticking to my face. 


Dave's closing in on me. A few more steps and he'll be on me. Putting my head down, | push through the burn, 


berating myself as | move. A hand clamps on my shoulder and | find myself skidding to a halt. Breathing 


heavily, | turn and look at him, taking in the pain, confusion, and wonderment in his eyes. Holding his hair from 


his face, Dave looks me up and down 

"No," | murmur. "Just no." 

"What?" 

Shaking my head, | gaze at the sand and pull in deep, shuddering breaths. 

"David, please talk to me." 

My eyes are still on the ground as | shake my head again. When a hand brushes my arm, | flinch away. | know 
lm hurting him, and it's hurting me knowing that | am. Yet my stupid reactions have kicked in. | can't give 
myself over to someone. Can't let them in. Can't let them get any further than a few flattering words and sex. 


Because if | do, everything will go downhill. 


"David" His voice is strained and | can tell he's trying to fight off whatever emotions are flying through him. 
I've been so wrong, lead him along this path only for this to happen. 


Swallowing around the lump in my throat, | finally lift my head and look at him. Dave's eyes are still filled with 


concern, no doubt wondering what's going on. 
‘I'm sorry," | croak. "I'm so sorry." 

"What for? Running?" 

Biting my lips, | nod. 


"Why'd you run?" He steps a little closer and | find myself taking a step back. Taking my hand in his, Dave 


steps closer again, holding me still. 

"Because." 

"Because why?" 

| don't want to admit it. Don't want to search that deeply inside of me. All the soul searching and healing I've 
done over the past months has left me raw, emotional wounds which refuse to heal. And this moment has just 


rubbed a heap of salt in to them. 


Dave remains silent in front of me, never pushing me, never prying. Unlike others, he's giving me the time to 


process my thoughts, not pressing for an answer. 


It's several moments before l'm able to speak, "Vulnerable." 


Silence falls over us and eventually hands slide over my hips and around my waist. He lays his head on my 
shoulder, one hand crawling up my back to rest between my shoulder blades. Something | haven't felt in a long 
time flows through me. Something | thought I'd never feel again. Someone loves me. Someone wants me. And 


they don't care about the past. They don't care about what I've done. They only care about the moment. 
"Because of rehab?" 

| nod. 

"You can say it," he whispers, voice almost stolen by the breeze. 

| find my own arms going around him, his presence against me warm and welcoming. "Say what?" 

"You know." 


'|-" My voice cracks again, my throat dry. His hand soothingly rubs back and forth. It feels as though my 


breath is being sucked from me as | finally admit, "I think | love you." 


Dave sleeps beside me, dark hair a stark contrast to the white bedding. Lying behind him, | drape an arm over 
his hips, fingers brushing over the sharp bones of his body. He snores softly, body rising and falling. Nothing 
happened between us tonight and the company is a welcome change to sleeping alone. Yet | can't sleep. Instead | 


watch the clock, watch the minutes tick away. 
59am. 


Three days. Three days is all | have left. All| have left to work out where l'm going to go next in my life. 
Maybe | should follow Dave's example and do what | did so many years ago. Just toss my stuff in the back of 
the car and drive until | find myself. Or until | find him. 


Chapter 1 


At some point, | must have fallen asleep and | wake the next morning to find Dave wrapped around me, one 
arm thrown over my chest, head tucked beneath my chin. It's enough to warm me, enough to make me forget 
about the previous evening. Instead | dwell on the good that happened. | opened up. | broke another wall down. | 
took another step in the right direction. I'm fighting my demons, the ones | imposed on myself after | decided 
to leave my previous life behind. 


Dave purrs in his sleep as | run my fingers over his hair, and! smile. This is a whole other kettle of fish to 
being with Mustaine. | did love him, loved him a hell of a lot. But he'd never have been like this with me. Would 


never have let himself be seen to be so vulnerable. Even in sleep he'd been able to be a royal pain in the ass. 


Why did | hook up with him? Because | was young and stupid? No. Because | was in love. Despite our 
differences, it was those which brought us together. We balanced one another out. The ying to each other's 
yang. We adored one another to the ends of the earth, Dave often defending me, while | finished his fights. 


Looking down at the sleeping figure wrapped around me, | begin to wonder if this wasn't a practical joke on 
Mustaine's part. Maybe, just maybe, it was his way of telling me to move on with my life. Maybe he couldn't 


tell me any other way than to do something which only a junkie mind would come up with. 


My heart twists at the thought. Have | lashed out at my best friend because | misinterpreted his strange way 
of doing things? 


Dropping Dave back at the studio, | return to rehearsals, my mind on the questions which had come to me. 
Pulling into the parking lot, | stare at Mustaine's car. Obviously he's sober enough to drive today. 


I'm not looking forward to "The Talk" but | know its one I've got to have with him. One | know may hurt him, 
may make him angry, may make him sad. He knows as well as | do that its over. His proclamation that he 
wouldn't fuck me any more because | wasn't as freaky as when | was high was enough to say that it was 


over. But the thought still scares me. 


There's no one else around and | find him in the rehearsal room, guitar in his lap, head down, eyes hidden by 
his hair. Chords drift into the air and | close my eyes. For a moment | believe we're back in that shitty 
apartment where we first met, drunk off our asses and exchanging our favourite music. It was two nights 
later when | crawled in to his head, him declaring that he wasn't gay as he mounted me. That hurt. Hurt like a 
motherfucker, but | later learned that it was a natural reaction for him, as though he was trying to appease 
the demons he believed were going to drag his soul to Hell. It was as though, by saying it, it counteracted what 
he was doing. That was before the drugs took over and he gave up caring. 


Sitting beside him, | feel my heart warm as | slide a hand up his back. He stiffens, a low growl leaving his lips. 


Another difference. This Dave growls while the other purrs like a cat. My fingers find his hair and | wind them 
into the tumbling spirals, giving them a gentle tug. Leaning closer, | bury my nose in his hair and inhale a mixed 
scent of smoke and shampoo. Smells like he's living in some kind of drug den, albeit one with a shower. 

"Gotta talk to you," | murmur. 

"| know," he growls in response. "This about Grohl?" 

"Yep" 

"You two together?" He never lifts his eyes from the guitar. 

The nerves make me feel ill. "Yes." 

"Good." 


"What?!" 


Hazel eyes peer at me through a fringe of orange hair. Instead of the craziness I'm used to seeing in them, 
this time l'm seeing what | believe, for Dave, is peace. "You thought I'd be mad? Thought I'd want you back?" 


"Well, yeah. You're kinda on the possessive side." 
He sighs and shakes his head, the guitar becoming limp in his hands. "You deserve better than me." 


"What the fuck? Dave, where's this coming from? A few days ago, you completely and utterly wrecked my 
apartment and now you're all okay with this?" 


Those eyes continue to stare at me, willing me to calm down. Dave is the eye of the storm, everything and 
everyone else revolving around him at speed. The calm is there, albeit only in brief moments like this when he 
steps away from the craziness of our life. 

"You need it," he says. "You need someone to look after." 


My hand stills against his back. "| was looking after you." 


"Yeah, but not in a good way. You kicked my ass out, remember? Besides." His eyes return to the guitar. "We 
weren't together anyway. You needed to move on" 


| sigh and lean back against the couch. "How about if | wasn't ready to move on?" 


Dave snaps his eyes back to mine. This time they're filled with his "Listen, and listen carefully" look. "You 


forget that | can read you like a book, Junior. Just like you can read me like a book. You were ready to move 


on. You need someone." He waves a hand around. "More relaxed in your life. Someone more laid back. Someone 


who's not going to get fucked up and trash everything you own" 

"So this wasn't a practical joke?" 

"You read it as a practical joke." 

Groaning, | shake my head. "You're a real piece of work, Dave. A real piece of work" 

"Yeah, but look where it landed you this time. Trust me, that guy's gonna be the best thing whichever 
happened to you. Forget about me. Move on from the band. Go and flip burgers. Do what you gotta. But you 
treat him right, you hear?" 

| ask a question which has been burning through me since that very first pager message, "Why him though?" 
"Like | said, you need someone who's gonna cherish you for who you are. And damn, David, you should have 
seen the way he looked at you." Dave chuckles, bent back over the guitar. "I only hope | looked at you like that 
once. Complete and utter adoration. Trust me, you deserve it." 

His words send shockwaves through me, mostly of amazement. | never thought I'd hear them come from him. 
But then the only times I've ever really heard him recently is in interviews, our conversations having become 


muted and focusing just on the task at hand. I'd forgotten that we could have deep heart to hearts. 


Wrapping my arm around his shoulders, | realise I'm not going to win whatever battle is stewing in me. 


Resistance is futile. 
Burying my face back in his hair, | kiss the side of his head. "Thanks." 


An arm stretches around and strokes the side of my face. "Welcome." 


Thanks to our talk, rehearsal goes surprisingly well. We're tighter than we've been in a long time, the songs 
just rolling naturally around the room. | leave with a spring in my step. My apprehensions aren't all gone but at 


least | know | won't have to face off against Dangerous Dave Mustaine. 


As I'm driving, my pager buzzes. Messages have been coming in thick and fast over the past days, especially 
when | decided | wanted to quit the band. The new one nearly causes me to crash. 


/ love you. 


Chapter 8 


| circle around for a while, trying to get into a good head space. I'm both excited and terrified by the message, 
wondering where itll take me. Is my heart ready for this? Hell, am | ready for it? | don't want it. But, at the 
same time, | do. Dave was right. He's always right. Its time for me to move on Time for me to step in to 
another role. 

Taking several deep breaths, | finally pull up in front of the studio and find a confused looking Dave standing 
outside. It's 1.30pm and everyone else is possibly long gone, no doubt offering rides, food and crash space. But 
no, he's waited for me. Getting in to the car, Dave looks at me with sad, waif-like eyes. 

"| threw you, didn't |?" 

There's a lump forming in my throat and, staring straight ahead, | nod. "A little." 

"Sorry" 

"Don't be" My head snaps round to look at him. Everything feels heavy as | work up the courage to say what | 
need to say. "| need it. Need to have curve balls thrown at me. ‘cause life isn't always going to be straight 


roads. And you.. You're doing it in a far more pleasant way than others would" 


He shuffles a little closer and a hand tentatively glides along my arm, making me shiver. Closing my eyes, | 


savour his touch, memorising the way his fingers barely sweep over my skin 
"David?" 

My breath hitches. "Yeah?" 

"How do you feel?" 

"About you?" 

"Yeah." 


| have to look at him when | say it otherwise it'll be meaningless. Opening my eyes, | gaze in to his, one hand 
grazing his cheek 


Pressing my lips to his, | murmur, "I love you." 


As we approach the apartment | feel as though I'm floating. | feel light, carefree, like all my worries have 


disappeared. Nothing is weighing me down any more. 

On our way back, we'd screamed through the supermarket, Dave insisting on sitting cross legged on the 
bottom of the truck as we'd piled it high with food. | wanted to cook some of my Mom's famous recipes. Amid 
all the meats, vegetables, fruits and spices were the junk foods we craved; chips, chocolate, sugary candy, 
popcorn and, for my guest, beer. For the next few days, at least, we were nesting and it was a feeling which 
made me happy. 

Dragging the food in to the apartment, we put it away before Dave dives in the shower. While he's gone, | 
begin working on my mother's meat loaf with pumpkin pie for dessert. I'm so lost in the music of the radio 
that | don't realise he's there until arms alide around my waist and his head rests between my shoulders. 
"Can | talk to you?" he asks. 

"You know you can. I'm not gonna bite." 

| move to look at him but he holds me firm. "Please don't look at me." 

Putting down the knife, | stroke the hands which rest on my stomach. "What's wrong?" 

He stays silent behind me and | lift one of his hands away from me, fingers linking with his. "Dave?" 

Still nothing. Gently | squeeze his hand, letting him know that l'm listening. 

Finally he speaks, "David, l'm-" 

The rest of it disappears in to my shirt, mumbled and incoherent. It takes another ten minutes of coaxing 
before he quietly confesses that he's a virgin. His words pull at me, nearly breaking me and sending my newly 


awakened emotions in to overdrive. Yet they also explain so much. 


"We don't have to do anything you're not comfortable with," | softly reply. "Nothing. Hell, if you just want to 
hold my hand for the rest of your life, that's fine by me. I'll be the happiest man alive." 


It takes a little longer to prepare food when you've got someone attached to you like a limpet. But Dave's 
desire for closeness quickly descends from insecurity to outright trying to stop me from doing anything. By 
the end of a good hour of moving crablike around the tiny kitchen we're in hysterics. The kind of laughter 


which makes your ribs ache and eyes water. 


| finally manage to unwind his gangly frame from around mine and actually put food onto plates. We sit in front 
of the TV, mesmerised by the flashing neon images and plastic pumped bodies. 


"Its fuckin’ bullshit," Dave mutters between mouthfuls. 


| can't help but laugh. "Language!" 

"Fuck you!" 

Grinning, | peer down my nose at him. "One day." 

A blush rises to his cheeks and he quickly looks away, a motion which makes my body tighten with anticipation 
"But it is," he finally continues. "The media, all this Hollywood stuff. It's crap. Telling people what they need to 
look like, all of that shit. People can't just be themselves any more. They have to be fuckin’ copies of everyone 
else to feel worthy of attention" 

Dave's sudden, passionate outburst at the mainstream burns through me, gnawing at my very being, reminding 
me of our attacks against all that was considered "normal". Didn't stop Mustaine chasing every bleach blonde 
Barbie after our break up. Slowly Dave's layers are being peeled back and I'm getting to see the real him. And 
it excites me. 

"How does it make you feel?" | finally ask. 

"All this?” He gestures at the TV. "I try and ignore it but it still makes me feel like fuckin’ crap." 

"Why?" 

Dave falls quiet, hair hiding his face as he hangs his head. Putting my plate down, | shuffle closer and rest a 
hand in the small of his back. | remember being the same, insecure, tired of trying to fit in to a world which 
didn't want me. Tired of trying even when | didn’t care any more. 

"Dave?" 

| feel him swallow and take a deep, shuddering breath. "I hate myself.” 

My face falls and | lean closer, an arm going around his shoulders. "Why?" 

"Just look at me," he murmurs. "All lank hair and goofy smile. I'm fuckin’ ugly.’ 

"You're buying in to it. Buying in to the hype you hate so much." 

"| know. Doesn't stop me looking like shit though." 

He doesn't look at me and my heart aches for him. Resting my forehead against the side of his, | wrap my 
arms around him and hug him close. There are no words to be spoken, nothing which can ease the agony of 


the darkness within. It's a darkness | know all too well. One which consumes the soul, adding layers of confusion 


and worthlessness to an already demonised body. 


Well, maybe there are a few words which can help, ones I'll repeat until the end of time if | have to. "I think 


you're gorgeous.” 


We spend the rest of the night lying on the couch, Dave tucked in front of me. | hold him close, relishing the 
feeling of him pressed against me, hair tickling my nose. Suddenly | don't want to let go. Don't want it to end. 
But soon it will. Soon I'll have to say goodbye, the days l'm away feeling like years. 


Chapter 9 


Packing my stuff makes me feel like I'm walking to the gallows. Normally I'd be excited about going on tour, but 
not this time. Surveying the packed cases, | wonder if it's too late to pull out. Too late to say | don't want to 
do it. My head might be in it, but my heart definitely isn't. 

Picking Dave up on our last night together is close to killing me. There's a sad look in his eyes, knowing that, 
this time tomorrow, we'll be on opposite sides of the country. Thousands of miles apart just as everything's 
flourishing. Holding his hand, | drive to one of my favourite restaurants, trying to fight back the emotions 


which want to surface. 


I'd reserved a corner booth, well away from the attention of the main restaurant. A candle flickers at the 


heart of the dark wood, throwing shadows around us. 
| feel heavy as | sit opposite Dave, as though tomorrow will bring nothing but fleeting memories. If | never 
hear from him again, | know I'll just have been a fling. But I'll be happy. Happy that I'd worked up the courage 


to let someone back in to my heart, and that that person cared for me in their own special way. 


The waitress takes our drink order; beer for Dave, soda for me. | tell him to order as much as he wants, 


either food or drink. While we wait for our drinks, | slide a large envelope across the table. 

"Everything you need is in there. Venues, hotels, phone numbers. And the money | promised is in there as well” 
Large eyes, hinted with concern, look back at me. "David." 

"Take it. Even if you never call, even if | never see you again, | want you to have the best start at this. | don't 
want you whoring yourself out just so you can eat. You know what this fuckin’ industry's like and | dont want 
to see you fucked up because of it" 

Clutching the envelope to his chest, Dave lowers his eyes and shakes his head. "I'll call. 

"Promise?" The hope begins to return. 

"Absolutely. You're not a." He waves a hand and looks back at me. "Fad." 


| smile. "Thank you. | needed to hear that" 


| get one of those wide, goofy grins in response and | feel myself melt. Yeah, I'm definitely doing the right thing 


here. 


We feast on steak and Dave pretty much drinks his body weight in beer. | see it as a sign of trust on his part. 


Inhibitions will be lowered but he knows l'm not going to pressure him. It's a great feeling knowing that 


someone's got that kind of faith in me. Don't think it's ever happened before. 


And, contrary to my fears, Dave's a million miles from a drunk Mustaine. Instead he laughs and blushes, 


ducking his head when he makes a crude joke. | find it endearing, his innocence making me grin. 

As the candle burns lower, | reach across the table and take his hands in mine. Dave peers up at me, a shy 
smile on his lips. The flame dances over his eyes, their darkness the perfect mirror. Something else moves 
through them, something l'm sure | saw in Mustaine's eyes at one point. Lust. 

Pressing a kiss to his fingers, | got through the bag and pull out a Polaroid camera. 

| pat the chair beside me. "Come sit round here." 

When the waitress comes to drop off the bill | ask her if she can take two photos of us. 

She smiles and takes the camera "You two sure are cute. But why two if you don't mind me asking?" 
"We're musicians," Dave replies before | get the chance. "Going on tour tomorrow." 

Her face falls. "Woah, l'm sorry. Gonna be tough?" 


"Yeah," | reply. "But we'll get through it" 


Sitting behind him, | wrap my arms around his shoulders and rest my head beside his. | can't help but grin 


when his fingers close around my forearms and hold me close. 


The drive back to the apartment was just as hellish, a cold silence falling over us. Gone were the jokes and the 
laughter of the restaurant. One last night. A few remaining hours. As | kick the door to the apartment shut, | 
look at the clock on the wall. 


10.30pm. 


My heart wrenches, a shiver shocking along my spine. At nine, I'll drop Dave back at Sound City for them to 
start their drive around the country. I'll return here, leave the car, and wait until the bus comes to pick me 
up sometime before mid-day. | shouldn't be thinking about it. | don't want to think about it. But | can't help it. 
I's part of the programming, part of the constant assessment of my life. I'm hoping that, at some point, all 
the constant surveying of what I'm doing, where I'm going, and who l'm with will be become subconscious. That 


| can stop worrying about it and just live. 


Arms wrap around me and Dave rests his head between my shoulder blades. Reaching behind myself, | run a 
hand over his hair. 


‘Long day tomorrow. Wanna go to bed?" | ask 

The arms tighten around me and | feel warm breath tickle the back of my neck. "Yeah" 
"Not gonna do anything you don't want fo." 

"| know! 


Untangling myself, | link my fingers with Dave's and lead him in to the bedroom. Switching on the bedside lamp, 


| close the curtains against the setting sun and turn to look at him. 


| feel myself take a sharp breath as | look at his wide eyes, gangly frame hidden by too-large clothing. He picks 
at loose threads, teeth chewing at his lower lip. Sliding my hands through his hair, | brush my lips against his 
and lead him to the bed. Sitting him on the edge, | fetch my hair brush and kneel behind him. Running my 
fingers through the dark, silky strands, | gently begin to brush it. 


"You're so beautiful." 

Dave purrs in response, head falling forward as the metal spikes massage his scalp. It's an oddly relaxing 
motion and | feel my own body giving in, my eyes becoming heavy. Over and again | repeat what l'm doing, 
listening as his breathing becomes more relaxed. 

Finally he rests his head against my stomach, eyes gazing up at me and a serene smile on his lips. Returning 
his smile, | lean down and kiss him. Hands grapple with me and push me to the bed, Dave sliding on top of me. 
He hisses and straddles my leg, tongue darting across my lips. 

Feeling a little frisky?" | ask. 

His voice is breathy, "Yeah." 

Chuckling, | tangle my fingers in his hair and pull his mouth back to mine. Hungrily we kiss and | willingly let him 
in, his tongue sweeping over mine, my cock hardening in response. He's driving me crazy, pushing me to the 
point where I'll never look at another man. 


Panting, | flip him on to his back, taking in the look of shock which flashes over his face. 


| shake my head. "Not gonna do anything you don't want. But | do want to make you feel good. Please. Just this 


one night?" 


"How?" He reaches out a hand and strokes my hair. My eyes close and | lean in to the touch, a shiver 


skimming across my skin. 


"Let me give you head." 


Closing my eyes, | stroke a hand along one of Dave's legs. He trembles beneath my fingers and, ever so slowly, 


| feel him open up. 
"Do it," he murmurs. "Please." 


Those three words, and the nervous way they're spoken, make me almost cry. Never did | think I'd have 
anyone like this. | thought I'd always remain at Mustaine's side. Never did | think I'd find myself with someone 
to watch over and nurture. Its an incredible, sweeping feeling, one which makes me feel lightheaded with 


anticipation. 


Crawling back up him, | place my hands beside his head and give him the gentlest of kisses. Fingers return to 
my hair, tightening in it as Dave groans, hips rocking from the bed. My mouth moves to his cheek and on to 
his neck, tongue darting up and behind the soft curve of his ear. Dave groans, hands pulling me closer. One of 
his legs locks around mine, pulling me slowly downward. Grinning to myself, | give him what he wants, hands 


gliding over his still clothed body as | settle between his legs. 


Resting my chin at his hip, | gaze up at him, taking in the stretched body and closed eyes. Pink lips are parted, 
his chest rising and falling as he gasps. 


"Still want this?" 
"Yeah." 


My breath hitches as | gently push the baggy black tshirt up his body, my fingers fumbling with the button 
of his jeans. Touching his flank, | encourage him to lift his hips. When he responds, | carefully slide his jeans to 
the top of his thighs, and stop. 


A pair of black shorts cling to Dave's body, perfectly outlining his hard cock. Keeping my eyes on Dave, | tuck 
my fingers in to the waistband of his shorts and ease them down. He hisses, back arching from the bed. His 
cock is long and thick and | find myself imagining what it would be like to have him in me. My cock twitches at 


the thought and | run a hand over my jeans, willing it to go down. This moment isn't about me. 


Resting my head against his stomach, | inhale his delicious scent. This is another one of those moments | never 
want to forget, another step towards the freedom I've craved for so long. Pressing kisses to his stomach, | 
follow the faint line of dark hair until my nose is pressed firmly against his pelvis. Dave shivers and moans, 
skin becoming goosepimpled beneath my lips. He continues to stroke my hair, hips rocking from the bed, silently 


begging me to make good on my promise. 


I'm barely able to contain my own excitement as | flick my tongue over the head of his cock, hungrily lapping 
up the copious amount of pre-come. He tastes good, far better than anyone else I've blown. Above me, Dave 


gorans, hands tugging on my hair. 


"David, please." 


But I'm going to take my time, allowing the moment to linger between us. Running my nose down the gentle 
curve of his cock, | kiss his tight balls before gently moving my mouth back up his hard, velvety flesh. | trace 
the veins before wrapping my tongue around the base of the head. Dave's breathing becomes heavier, his 
voice still silent. He barely utters a word as | close my lips around the head of his cock and gently suck. | can't 


decide what's exciting me more; his nervous innocence or his silence. 

He pushes the top of my head and | move my mouth lower, my excitement growing as he once more raises 
his hips. Sliding one hand between his legs, | cup his balls, squeezing them gently and relishing their weight in 
my palm. | want to push my free hand in to my own jeans and finish myself off, but | won't allow it. Not 
unless he invites me to. The last thing | need is to scare him. | want to spend more time with Dave, not send 
him running for the hills. 

"David..." 

| pull back. "Yeah?" 

Eyes, heavy and glazed look at me, his chest rising and falling as he pants. "Can't." 

Tenderly | rub his thigh. "Cant?" 

Dave shakes his head slowly, hair falling in to his face. "Can't hold back." 

"s okay." | smile and kiss his leg. 

Opening my throat, | swallow his dick, my hand still cradling his balls. Humming around his hard length, | watch 
him, bolts of arousal slamming through me as Dave writhes against the bed. With a final quiet moan, he comes 
long and hard down my throat. | continue to lavish him to attention, drinking every last drop he has to offer. 
As his cock softens, | pull away and carefully dress him before dropping to the bed. His head is still pushed 
back against the pillows, eyes closed, lips parted as he gently pants. Running a hand through his hair, | press a 


kiss to his cheek and settle down 


Dave's eyes are still glazed when he looks at me, a slow smile pulling at his lips. | feel my own face break with 


happiness and | kiss him. His tongue briefly touches my lips, tasting himself. 
"You taste good," | murmur. "Will have to do that more." 


Wrapping my arms around him, | pull him close, relieved when he returns the gesture. Heading buried against 


my chest, Dave clings to me, and | hear him mutter something. 


"Sorry?" 
He looks up at me. "You know you asked me if you're just a passing fad?" 
"Yeah?" 
"Am I?" 


Now that breaks my heart and | hug him so tight l'm scared of breaking bones. "Absolutely not. lim not gonna 


up and leave. Wouldn't have begged you to take money if | wasn't serious about you." 
Dave gives me a weary smile. "Thanks." 


"Welcome." 


Chapter I0 


| didn't get anything that night but | don't care. | made someone else happy, made someone else realise that 
they can come out of their box. And that's all | need. The lack of sex doesn't bother me. Well, it does, but I'm 
willing to wait as long as it takes. As | said to him, if he only wants to hold my hand for the rest of my life, 
that's perfectly fine by me. I've found someone who connects with me on a whole other level, something no 


one else has ever managed to do. 

Sliding from the bed at bam isn't my idea of fun, but there's breakfast to prepare and goodbyes to be said. 
My heart feels like lead, the rest of my body following it. | don't want to do anything. | don't want to think for 
the next couple of hours. Just want to sit on the edge of the bed and watch him sleep. 

Instead I'm standing in the kitchen and trying to keep my eyes open as | make pancakes and scrambled eggs. 
Coffee bubbles away, the rich smell filling the living area. Looking out of the window, | sleepily watch the sun 
begin to rise over the buildings. | don't want it to come up. | want it to stay away, the night holding it back and 


keep us in this state of suspended animation forever. 


| don't jump when arms loop around my waist and a head rests between my shoulders. Instead, | smile and run 


a hand over Dave's. 
"You could have stayed in bed” 
"Coffee. 

| chuckle. "Hungover:" 


"No. 


Laughing softly, | shuffle us along the kitchen and retrieve a couple of plates. "Yeah, right. You were putting 
that beer away like they were about to bring back prohibition" 


"Okay, maybe a little hungover." 
"A litle?" 
"Okay, a lot" 


Grabbing an empty mug, | hold it out behind me. It's carefully plucked from my fingers and the weight at my 


back disappears. 


"Got another empty mug?" 


| hold one out and, a moment later, it's placed in front of me. Sipping it, | smile. Made just how | like it. Scooping 
the eggs onto plates, | pile on the pancakes, hook the maple syrup under one arm and wander to the couch. 
Placing mine on the floor, | hand Dave his while | go and retrieve cutlery and my coffee. 

A sad tension hangs in the air over us and | keep my eyes on my food. It's coming, slowly but surely, and it's 
ripping me apart. I'm trying to keep my emotions in check, trying to fight the pain which roars through me. 
Looking at the phone, I'm tempted to call Mustaine, tell him I'm not coming, toss my shit in my car and just tail 
Dave's tour for the next few weeks. 


"See you in July?" he asks. 


Swallowing around the lump in my throat, | nod. "Yeah. We'll work something out. Get you out to us for a 
couple of days." 


"Sure Dave won't mind?" 

| shake my head. "Him and me had a long chat the other day. Forgot to tell you about it." 

Dave frowns and shrugs. "Why would you tell me about it anyway? Not my business.” 

Okay, now this guy is laid back and it still makes me stop and check myself. If he'd been Mustaine, he'd have 
wanted to know everyone I'd spoken to. Not that he cared much the further he sank in to drugs. Hell, | turned 
a few tricks to keep us going in the early days. But no, when we first got together he was Possessive with a 
capital P. Everywhere | went, everyone | spoke to, he wanted to know. Now I'm with someone who couldn't give 
a flying fuck that I've had a deep heart to heart with my ex. 

It is your business,” | quietly reply, "because you're with me." 

"No, it's not. You're bandmates. Nothing more, right?" 

"Nothing more." 

"Then I've got nothing to worry about." 

Laughing, | give him a quick kiss. "Fuck, you're too perfect" 


Fingers gently swat the back of my head. "Language!" 


"But yeah, he and | had a chat and, well, what | first thought was a practical joke was actually his way of 


telling me it was time to move on" 


"You thought | was a practical joke?" Dave gives me a funny look. 


"This is Mustaine we're dealing with. His idea of fun is completely different to yours and mine. But, even if it 
was, the joke's on him anyway." Fighting back the tears which sting my eyes, | continue, "No, you are, 
undoubtedly the best thing which has happened to me for a very long time. And I'm sorry | was so 
standoffish. I'm sorry | pushed you away. l'm sorry | thought this whole situation was a joke. | didn't realise 
what | needed until it was staring me in the face. Please don't be mad at me because of what I've just said. | 
don't want to part on bad terms. | just want you to remember that these past few days have been the best 
ones I've had in a very long time. You've picked apart the barriers | built around myself and showed me that 


its okay to allow someone in to my heart. And | want that person to be you." 


Dave finishes his breakfast in silence before placing his plate on the floor and walking into the bedroom. With a 


heavy heart, | follow him, leaning against the door frame as | watch him pick over his meager belongings. 
"Please don't hate me," | whisper. 

His back's to me as he replies, "You could have had anyone." 

"You could have had anyone," | gently toss back. "Yet out of all of LA you pick the guy who has serious 
insecurities and show him that there is life after drugs." Walking up behind him, | loop my arms around his 
waist and pull him against my chest. He doesn't struggle and | brush the hair from his neck and kiss the pale 
skin beneath. 


We stand like that for a few moments before he pulls away. Walking to the window, he picks over the necklaces 


| have hanging from a mug tree, his fingers finally settling on a fine silver one with a small plectrum charm. 
Plucking it from the hook, | tap his shoulder. "Lift your hair for me." 


When he does, | loop the chain around his neck and fasten it, settling the small charm in the hollow of his 


throat. Dave gives me a smile and | rub my thumb over his cheek. 
"I never intended to hurt you, but you need to know about my life. Please forgive me." 


Fingers tickle through my hair, lips brushing over mine. "I already did." 


The drive to the studio goes by in a flash, my heart breaking in to a million pieces in the process. Suddenly | 
find myself parked in front of the studio. A ratty old van stands across from us and | feel the remains of my 
heart plummet towards the floor. The lump returns to my throat and when I'm finally able to stop gripping 
the steering wheel, | turn to look at Dave. 


He's slumped down in the passenger seat, eyes straight ahead. This is the only time I've seen him completely 
motionless. Most of the time he's moving, twitching, fingers tapping, the perpetual musician, his brain working 


overtime. 


"Hey." 


Finally he looks up at me, hair streaking his face, eyes filled with sadness. Shuffling across to him, | let one 
hand clasp the side of his face, my head resting against his. 


"Is only a few weeks," he says. 

"Feels like a fuckin’ lifetime." 

| feel him chuckle against me. "Yeah." 

Behind us, there's the distinct noise of a van being loaded, a sound which sends a chill over my skin. Touching 
his chin, | gently guide his mouth to mine. Arms wrap around my neck and a second later, he's in my lap, knees 
pressed against the back of the seat as we hungrily kiss. Hands tangle in hair, quiet whines filling the car. My 
teeth tug at his lower lip before he presses his tongue into my mouth. | welcome him in, tasting and feeling 
him, storing every last second in to my mind. 

When he pulls away, he gives me another sad look. "I gotta go." 

"| know. Me too." 

"Sorry. | shouldn't have." 

Cocking my head, | look at him, suddenly concerned. “Shouldn't have what?" 


“Shouldn't have hooked up with you at such short notice.” 


Smiling, | give him another, much softer, kiss. "Don't be sorry. You're gonna get me through this tour without 


killing someone." 


Another of his famous smiles and | rest my forehead against his, staring in to his endless eyes. With a deep, 
shuddering breath, | say, "Go. I'll see you in a few weeks." 


"Promise?" 
"Abso-fuckin'-lutely." 


Dave laughs and gently swats the side of my head. "Language." 


| sit there, hunched over the wheel, until they leave. Whether the rest of the band knows about me or not, | 


don't know. Or | could just be some crazed stalker. Whichever, | don't care, my heart completely finished as 
Dave gives me a small wave before getting in to the van. The doors slam shut, the engine backfires, and then 


they're gone. 


With nothing but memories, it's time for me to also hit the road. 


Chapter Il 


Climbing on to our bus was tough. My body felt stiff and unwilling and my heart wasn't in it. 


My first point of call was one of the lower bunks. Dropping my bag on to it, | pulled out a blank notebook. 
Trapped in the front was the Polaroid from the restaurant. Staring at it, | take in how happy we look, how free. 
My eyes sparkle, filled with something they'd lacked for so long. Heck, for so long my entire life had lacked 


substance, my existence becoming monotonous as | try and stay sober. 


Sticking the photo beside the head of the bunk, | pick up the blank journal and crack its virgin spine. On first 
page is a photo of my apartment building, one I'd taken before getting on the plane. With my back against the 
wooden wall, | begin to write. 


Day 0 


Dropped you at the studio and went to catch my own bus. Feeling okay although also feeling lonely. Going to show 


you the road while youre gone.. 


The bus ride is short but feels like a lifetime. All | want to be doing is sitting on the bed and staring at the 
phone. Waiting. They've only got a couple of days on the road. For me, it's going to be a long and lonely month. 


Taking in the view from the hotel, | pick up the camera and take a photo of the park across from us. 
Memories. One day all of this will be just that. 


The show drags by, the darkness looming over my head. For the first time in a year, I'm debating a drink. 
Debating something to quash the pain and calm my nerves. | pace the hotel room, the post show adrenaline 
coursing through me. I've ignored the after show party. Ignored the threat of booze and drugs and the 


temptations of others. Ignored the glares | got for sweeping from the venue without so much as a goodbye. 


| pace and turn and pace again. My fingers flick an imaginary lighter. Dave passes by my room at lam, giving 
me a worried look and a shake of the head before he leaves. When did | become so nervous? When did | 
become so antsy over a relationship? When | cleaned up? Before | cleaned up? Or is this the morals and values 
my parents instilled in me finally coming to light? The ones I'd pushed away during my reckless teenage years. 
Maybe this is what its truly like to love someone? To worry for them and to anticipate their every word and 
breath? 


At 2am, | fall on to the bed and stare at the ceiling. | need to sleep, need to rest, but | can't. 


The shrill ring of the phone jolts me awake at 4am. Panic floods me. Calls like these normally only mean one 


thing: Death. 


Cautiously | answer it. 

"Mr Ellefson?" 

"Yeah?" 

"We have a call for you. Should | put it through?" 

"Please" There's a click as the phone's put down. "Hello?" 

"David?" 

| sit bolt upright, suddenly awake. "Dave! Hi! How are you?" 

"It was good. Really good. The crowd were great. How was yours?" 

There's a pause and | can almost see him twisting his hair around his fingers. "It was good. | enjoyed it." 
"Sure?" 

He chuckles. "Yeah, really sure. It was great, you know, just to be up there and playing." 

| find myself smiling. "It's great, isn't it? The freedom, and all of that. But how are you doing? Are you okay?" 
‘lm good," he replies before going quiet. 

| leave him for a couple of moments before quietly pressing, "Dave?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Are you really okay?" 

"Yeah, I'm really okay." 

"Promise?" 

"Promise." 

| smile and pull my knees to my chest. "I miss you," | quietly confess. 


"| miss you too." 


Grinning, | ask, "Promise?" 
He laughs, sounding more relaxed than a moment before. "Promise." 
With my worries gone, | finally sign off. It seems like l'm not a fad. Not someone who's breezing through his 


life for a couple of days. And it makes me feel so much better knowing that. Warms me even. | can be happy. | 


can live with this for however long he wishes to live with it. 


Seated at the table of the bus, | scribble in the journal. Photos cover every page, my notes scrawled beneath 
them. | talk about where we've been, where we're going, who we've seen. At the bottom, | add a personal note 
to my dark haired drummer. 


"For Dave?" 


| look up to see the other Dave, the red-haired demon, slide in beside me. He looks three sheets to the wind, 


eyes heavy and glazed. His movements are jarring and miscalculated. 
"Yeah," | reply. "For Dave." 
"You never did anything like that for me." 


| smile and brush a hand through his hair. Despite everything, | still feel protective of hin, still feel as though 
| owe it to him to keep an eye out for him. "Because | lived with you, that's why. | told you | loved you every 


day" 
Dave gazes at the table and | can feel the sadness coming from him. "Do you still love me?" 
lts tough to admit. "Yeah, | do. Brotherly love, you know" 

Sad eyes, filled with the pain of his harrowing addiction, stare at me. "I still love you" 


Sighing, | shake my head. "No, Dave, no." 


| dol You're so happy, all bright and bushy tailed. And | want some of that." He looks at me with wide, puppy 


dog eyes. "Will you write me a letter?" 


Placing my pen beside the journal, | look at him. | had a feeling this would happen Had a feeling the regret 
would rear its ugly head. 


"Yeah," | finally reply. "I'll write you a letter. But | can't come back to you. You know | can't 


"I know." His voice is deep, rattled with sadness. "In a few weeks, you'll be gone. Looking after your new guy.” 


Sadly | smile, remembering that | said | was leaving. I've got this strange feeling that Nirvana are about to go 
ballistic. It's not fair for the both of us to be constantly holed up in studios and buses. We wouldn't have the 
time to be with one another, to bond, and learn about life. More than anything else, | want what | have with 
Dave to work. I've had my time in the limelight. H's been a good ride, but it's time to let someone else have 


their chance. 


Chapter 12 


Sitting on my bed, Dave curls himself around me, spirals of thick red hair tumbling over my shoulder. Knowing 
that he's about to be permanently replaced is playing hard on him. The guilt eats away at me, a sickening rock 
in my stomach. 

Taking deep, even breaths, | inhale his scent, my eyes closed as | capture the moment in my mind. His moods 
change as often as the weather and I'm not surprised he's acting like this. Part of it is his wanting to 
remember what we had. The other, | suspect, is his own guilt and remorse at how he's treated me. The 
trashing of my apartment was the last straw for both of us. | couldn't live with that any longer. Couldn't live 
with not knowing whether I'd come back to someone who was dead or alive, sober or stoned, calm or violent. | 
couldn't cope and | didn't want to see myself disappear beneath the waves of addiction again. 

"Junior." 

"Yeah?" 

If you two split up.." 

"Don't say it, Dave," | sigh, my hand never stopping stroking his hair. 

"But if you do." 

lm not coming back unless you make some serious changes.’ 

| have!" He tightens himself around me. 

"You haven't. You clean up and then you go back to it all. | can't deal with it any more, Dave. I'm sorry. | need a 
clean break, a fresh start. | need to be away from this craziness to get my head back together. If we were 
ever to get back together, and that's a big if, first and foremost you'd have to stop trying to get me hooked 
again. Its fuckin’ disrespectful." 

"You'll miss making music." 

"No reason | can't continue." 


He snorts. "While flippin’ burgers?" 


"You never know. Dave, you have to understand that | have to do this. Not just for Dave, but for me as well 
Please don't make me feel any more guilty than | already do." 


He falls quiet, nose buried against my shoulder. Beneath my fingers, | fee him shake, body rising and falling. 


| miss you already," he mutters. 


| can feel a lump forming in my throat and | battle back the tears. "Don't, Dave, just don't. Please. Just let me 


go in peace." 

| know what's coming, | know how he works. Know how his brain processes things. As far as he's concerned, it's 
him and me. There is no one else. No one else should be allowed to share my life, even if he did set me up 
with them. 

| can't," he replies, his voice suddenly gritty. "| can't let you go, not in peace, not in anythin." 

Taking a deep breath, | bury my fingers in his hair, gently rubbing his scalp, trying to calm him. 

"In that case, you've left me no choice," | say. "I'm leaving, and that's the end of it." 


wun 


When the phore rings, he melts away from me, head down, hair hiding his bloodshot eyes. Whether they're 
bloodshot from tears or drugs, | don't know. But he leaves, the door clicking shut behind him. Hearing Dave's 
voice soothes me, quietens the storm which is brewing. 


"How's it going?" 


His voice drifts over the lines, thousands of miles away. "Great! A couple more days and we'll be done." He 


pauses and | can hear his smile when he next speaks. "Can't wait to see you again" 

"Me neither. Look, about that” Grabbing our paperwork, | pull it in to my lap. "How about we fly you out here 
on the 25th? Get you in to Pittsburgh airport and get a car to bring you to the hotel. You can spend a couple 
of days with us, or whatever you want. How does that sound? Give you a couple of days after you finish to 


get shit sorted." 


Dave laughs. "You've seen my life. | haven't got shit to sort out. Kinda like it that way though, you know? Not 


having a lot and just seeing the world." 
"Yeah, it's great. Kinda wish my life was like that again." 
"Why don't you?" 


Crossing my legs, | shuffle further back on to the bed. "Because life happens and forces you to bog down with 
shit" 


"Doesn't have to be like that." 


"Are you plotting something, Grohl?" 
| can almost see him shrugging. "| might be." 


"Good. | like surprises. Keep it to yourself and spring it on me one day. Like a day when | really need something 
good to happen" 


"| will" 

"So what do you want to do?" he asks. 

| grin, my wicked side coming through. "To you?" 

The line goes silent and if it hadn't been for the hiss of the connection, I'd have thought he'd hung up. 

Finally | get a breathy "Yes", a word which goes straight through me. 

"You alone?" 

Another quiet "Yes". 

Closing my eyes, | take several deep breaths, my cock hardening. Lifting my ass off the bed, | push my jeans 
down, my dick springing free. | hiss as the warm air wraps around my flesh and my fingers follow, brushing 
across the base. It's not like | haven't jerked off thinking about him. But to actually vocalise what I've wanted 
to do is heavenly. 

"What do | want to do to you?" | begin. "| want to bring you back to the hotel, lock the door, and look at you. | 
want to hold you close as we kiss, my hands running over you. When you're ready, l'm gonna carefully take 


your clothes off and lie you on the bed. And then l'm going to worship you." 


Over the phone line | can hear low, quiet pants, sounds which excite me even further. Wrapping my hand 


around my cock, | begin to stroke, my body sinking further in to the bed. 


‘lm gonna kiss every inch of you, from your feet to your head. Want to find out which spots make you 
squirm. Trust me, you're gonna love it. You'll be nice and hard by now, wanting everything which is being 


offered. And I'm going to give it to you. Everything you've ever wanted." 


He quietly sighs my name, my cock jumping in response. Just the thought of having him spread out on the bed 


is driving me closer to my orgasm, the knot tightening in my stomach. 


‘lm going to curl up at your feet and lick your cock from base to tip. Going to taste you all over again Then 


l'm going to take you in my mouth and do it all over again, take everything you have to offer. And, when you 


come, we'll do it all over again until you're too exhausted to even speak. Do you know what else | want to do?" 
"What?" 


‘tim going to take off all of your clothes, except for your shorts, and bend you across my knees. Then l'm 
going to spank you. Not enough to hurt, but enough to make you come really hard." 


My stroking speeds up and his name slips from my lips. Leaning my head back against the wall, | listen to him, 
taking in the near silent panting. 


"Are you..2" My voice trails off. 
For a second there's silence before | get a soft "Yeah". 
"What are you thinking about?" 


Again with the silence. | love it. Love that he seems to be finding his feet yet has no idea how to speak of 
them. 


Finally Dave quietly replies with, "You." 
"How are you thinking about me?" 


My hand is slick with pre-come, the skin on skin contact driving me crazy. | can only image what it'll be like 


when he finally reaches for me. 
His voice is soft, only just audible over the phone. "Thinking about when we.." Dave pauses, seemingly insecure. 
"Make love?" 


"Yeah." 


That's all | need to push me over the edge and | come, my seed splattering over my shirt. | let out a long 


groan as my body tenses, Dave's name drifting from my lips. 

Clasping the phone to my ear, | listen as Dave's breathing steadies. "Okay?" 
"Yeah," he replies. 

"How you feelin?" 


"Good" 


Smiling, | settle down. "I'm glad. Can't wait to have you here. It's gonna be a blast" 
He chuckles. "Yeah, it will." 
"Love you, Dave." 


There's another of the overly long pauses before he replies, "Love you too." 


Chapter [3 


The next day | call the airline and have them draw up a ticket from LAX to Pittsburgh. Happiness sours 
through me as | ask them to leave it at the desk. That night, | wait for the call to come in, the adrenaline of 
the show pumping through me. 


‘Its there, waiting at the desk for you." 

"The ticket?" 

He sounds so distant, so far away. It's something l'm going to have to get used to, especially if he's going to be 
on the road so much. It'll be postcards and calls, maybe the odd letter. | smile at the thought of writing a 
letter and having it wait for him at each destination. A reminder of what's waiting at home. Will he stray? Wil 
he find someone better than me? Only time will tell. rll hurt like hell if he ever ups and leaves, but that's his 
decision and | can't stop him. Trust me, I'll try. But we don't know what tomorrow holds. Tomorrow may bring a 


whole new adventure for either one of us. 


"Yeah, it's there. You fly out at llam on the 25th. Should get you in to Pittsburgh for about 630pm. We'll be at 


the venue so Ill have a car pick you up. Do you want to go straight to the hotel? Or come to the venue?" 
There's a pause before he asks, "Which would you prefer?" 

"You choose. Do you want to chill out or have your eardrums destroyed even further by us?" 

"Kil go straight to the hotel. Meet you there. 

To be truthful, Im a little crestfallen he doesn't want to see us play. But maybe he's picking up on what's 
happened between myself and Mustaine. And | don't blame him for wanting to keep a low profile. He knows he's 
walking in to a perfect storm, one where it's best to keep your head down and stay out of the way. 

"Okay, I'l get the hotel to leave you a key” 

"Thanks. 

"You're welcome. Anything else you want me to grab for you?" 


"Beer would be great." 


"No problem." | scribble it into my day book for the 25th. | also add a couple of my own notes for things | 
need to collect. "Anything else?" 


"| think that's all. Thanks." 


We chat a little more until the adrenaline from our shows begins to wear off. | can hear the exhaustion in his 
voice, the way it drifts and comes back again. | can almost see the way his eyes get heavy, falling shut before 
quickly opening again. 

"ll let you go," | murmur. "Go get some sleep. Or raise hell. Whatever you're up to." 

There's a soft chuckle. "Want to raise hell with you." 

| grin. “Trust me, we will. I'll see you soon, okay?" 

Hanging up, | stare at the ceiling. Some would say bringing someone else in to the mix of our already chaotic 


tour would be a bad thing. But the other guys have whoever their flavour of the month is visiting them, so 
mine doesn't matter in the slightest. Let Mustaine say what he wants. 


"Mr Ellefson?" 

| go to drift past the reception desk of the hotel only to be called back. Showtime's over and | want to go to 
my room and wait on the call. The woman behind the desk holds something out to me. Taking it, | find myself 
looking at a postcard of the Hollywood sign. Interesting. Flipping it over, | smile. 


Hi David! 


This is ike some time travel shit or something But it's cool Just wanted to say hi and, well, thanks for everything 
Its cool getting to know you and lil see you soon 


Dave 


Is postmarked the day before we left meaning that, at some point, he'd found the time to work out where I'd 
be and when and schedule the card accordingly. Biting my lip, | grin at the receptionist. 


"Thanks." 

She nods. "You're welcome." 

| feel like l'm fucking sixteen all over again, all but dancing to my room, the card held close. 

Yet the call doesn't come, my heart sinking with every passing hour. | stare at the phone, wondering if there's 


something wrong with the line. A call to reception says that there isn't. Questions roll through my mind. What 
if? What's happened? 


Grabbing my pager from my jacket, | stare at it. Nothing. | dig through my bags and find Dave's itinerary. 


There's no number listed. 
"Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit." 


Suddenly, my pager beeps. An unknown number runs across the top followed by the word Sorry. Grabbing the 
hotel phone, | dial the number, hands clenching in to fists as it rings. 


"Hello?" 

"Dave?!" 

"David, l'm sorry. Really, really sorry" He's slurring his words. 

"Are you okay?" There's panic in my voice. 

"Yeah. Things got a bit out of hand. Got drunk. Told the guys about you." 
Sinking to the bed, | cradle the phone against my ear. "Yeah?" 

"Yeah. They told me to be careful” 

Sighing, | run a hand through my hair. “That's understandable. Are you still coming out here?" 
"Yeah. You're not mad at me, are you?" 

"No, not at all. Just worried" 

“kay. David?" 


| feel the panic of the previous moments begin to disappear. | genuinely am worried about him. Genuinely fear 


that he's not okay. "Yeah." 
"| love you." 
"Love you too." 


"No, | mean, like, really love you. I've never loved anyone before, not like this anyway. And it feels really good. 


Like really, really good. l'm so fuckin’ happy | paged you." 
His words are a real boost to my ego. It's been a long time since someone made me feel this great. 


‘I'm glad you paged me as well. You're helping me get better?" 


"Really?" | can hear surprise in his voice. 


‘Oh yes, really. And | want you to know that I'm not going to use you or abuse you or any of the other 


horror stories you've heard about us." 


Silence "Thanks." 


The days until our meeting seem to drag by. The phone calls come and go, always in the small hours of the 
night. | lie on the bed, the phone held close as | listen to his voice telling me about his day, about the show, 
about the reactions they receive. l'm so happy for him, excited that someone else is making waves in this 

heartless industry. And I'm happy that he seems to be able to ignore it, knowing that, just out of sight, the 


sharks are beginning to circle, all wanting a part of the Nirvana bandwagon. 


The morning of the 25th dawns and l'm exhausted. | haven't really slept, the excitement keeping me awake. 
Instead, | set at the sectional of the bus, writing in the journal, the shitty light above me casting the barest of 
light as we swayed through the night. From along the lines of bunks | could hear snoring and the occasionally 
mumbling. Mustaine hasn't bothered me since our little "talk", instead leaving me to my own devices. He barely 
looks at me when we're on stage. Pointedly ignores me when we're off it. He knows he's not going to win this 
battle and he's only too happy to silently tell me how pissed off he is about it. Only it's going to change a thing. 
I'm as good as gone now, ready to go and live a new life. In one of his moments of angry lucidity Dave 
mockingly called me the "housewife" of the relationship. | know he was baiting me but he got little more than a 
glare and me walking away. I'm not going to fall for anything he's going to toss my way. 


Dragging myself in to the hotel, | dump my cases in the middle of the floor and promptly drop face first on to 
the bed. | need to sleep. Need to rest. Need to get some energy together for later. 


| must have fallen asleep because, through the haze of it all, | hear someone pounding on my door. l'm bolt 
upright in a second but the scream of "JUNIOR!" makes me realise it's not the person I'm waiting for. Dragging 
myself from the bed, | yank open the door and glare at Dave. 


"Stop jerking off over your little boyfriend and get your ass in to gear. We're leaving in ten" 
Slamming the door in his face, | look at myself in the mirror and grab my hairbrush. Giving it a quick brush, | 
strip off my stinking road clothes, cover myself in deodorant and pull on a fresh set of clothing. Calling the 


front desk, | ask them to put a spare key to my room aside and inform them that someone else will be joining 


me. When they ask me his name, there's a certain pride to the way | say it. 


Sound check nearly kills me. | can feel Dave's eyes on me, boring in to the side of my head. He knows 


something's up. Knows something's happening. Whether he knows that my boyfriend is on his way out here, | 


don't know. 


Checking my watch, | see the minutes count down, my excitement growing with every sweep of the second 
hand. Lifting a hand away from my bass, | see that its shaking, the nerves rattling through me. 


As showtime rolls around my nerves are coupled with the searing adrenaline of being on stage. It could have 
been the worst show of my life, or it could have been the best. Standing on stage, | look out at the crowd, 
watching them sing along with us, crashing into one another as our music hits them. | go with them, enjoying 
every moment. | feel awake, alive, as though my spirit was born for this single moment of anticipation and 


expectation 


As the final note drifts through the air, and the crowd go wild, | take a bow and walk from the stage. My bass 
is handed over and my first stop is the shower. The cool water rushes over me, washing away the sweat and 


grime. | have a few things to pick up before | make my way back to the hotel. 
Nick stops me as | grab my bags. "Coming back with us?" 


| shake my head. "Got a few things to grab. I'll get a cab back" | clap a hand to his shoulder. "Enjoy your night 
of partying." 


His eyes narrow as he looks at me. "You're happy considering you and the boss have been at each other's 


throats." 
"Lover's tiff" | grin. "See ya later. Don't wait up." 


| race in to the city and around the supermarket grabbing beer, snacks, condoms, and lube. The girl at the 


checkout raises an eyebrow and | just shrug it off with a smile. 

"Have a good night, sir." 

"Oh, I'm planning on it." 

Diving back into the cab, | scratch my fingers along my wrist, a bad habit of showing that I'm nervous and 
needing to be somewhere now. My watch reads a little before midnight. Dave will have been at the hotel since 
at least seven thirty. Maybe a bit later, give or take. I'm antsy, constantly shifting in the backseat. 

As the cab pulls into the hotel parking lot, | toss some bills at the driver, grab the bags and wish him 
goodnight. The deal's done in under twenty seconds. Then I'm running for the hotel and the small bank of 


elevators. 


Rapping my knuckles against the metal wall, | wait as it takes its time getting to our floor. The tour's booked 
up an entire floor of rooms for bands and staff. Each nights a party before we all roll out and fall in to the 


buses, rolling on to our next destination. The doors ping and slide open and l'm like a dog out of a trap. But it's 
the sound of raised voices which stops me in my tracks, my heart thundering. Pressing myself to the wall, | 


listen, the bags clutched tightly in my hands. 
"What the fuck do you think you're doing here?!" Mustaine. 
"What the fuck does it matter to you? You're not his fuckin’ keeper." Dave. 


Dropping the bags, | swing around the corner, red hot rage burning through me. If so much as lays a finger on 


him, lll kill him. 


They're there, nose to nose in the middle of the fucking corridor, a small crowd of onlookers watching. Fucking 


vultures, the lot of them. 
"I am his fuckin boss. And what | fuckin’ say fuckin’ goes." 


Dave, his back to me, obviously does something which pushes Mustaine over the edge. The redhead's temper 
snaps and he lashes out, a hand slammed around Dave's throat as he crushes him against the wall. The sneer 
twists his lips as he presses himself close. He's about to utter some poisonous ultimatum when | wrap my 
hand in his hair and drag him away. Slugging him would lower me to his level. Instead, | toss him away, watching 


as he stumbles in to the crowd of staff and groupies. 


"You do not lay a fuckin’ finger on him, do you understand?!" | bawl. "You do not speak to him. You do not look 
at him. You do not even think of whatever fuckin’ vengeance is going through your head. Do. You. Understand?!" 


Mustaine glowers at me from the floor, eyes darkened with anger. "Then don't fuckin’ bring anyone on the 


fuckin’ road" 


"Why the fuck not? This is my life and I'm living it as | see fit. Not how you dictate to me. And I'm not 
bringing anyone on the road because, after this fuckin’ little stunt, I'm gone as of tomorrow morning.” | take 
my eyes off of him and glare at the assembled group who'd watched the General take on my boyfriend, a man 
who weighs considerably less than he does. "As for you fuckers." | shake my head. "Vultures. Fuckin’ vultures, 
the lot of you. You stand there and watch, gloating as he." | wave a hand at Msutaine. "Takes on an someone 


else. This ain't fuckin’ fight night. You should all be fuckin’ ashamed of yourselves. Actually.” 

Stepping around Mustaine, | hold out my hand. "If you've got a laminate, hand it over. As of this moment, 
you're fired. Clear your rooms and get the fuck out. You don't deserve to be a part of this family if you're 
going to act like that. Family fuckin’ look out for one another, not stand there and do nothing.’ 


"Junior." 


| glance over my shoulder, watching as Mustaine struggles to his feet. 


"You can't do that," he hisses. 


"Yeah, | can. l'm not out of the band until | get in a car and drive away from here. Until then, | can still fire 
whoever the fuck | want. Actually, | should fire you and go this alone. But | don't. Because | don't want to be 
associated with something that allows things like this to fuckin’ happen. You want someone to pick on, Dave? 
You keep taking shots at me. You had your chance and you fucked up. Now stay the fuck away my whoever 
the hell I'm dating." 


A pile of plastic covered card is placed in to my outstretched hand. Mustaine makes a bid for them, trying to 
snatch them away. Instead, | step away from him and take a lighter from my pocket. Old habits die hard and | 
keep one with me just in case anyone needs a light. Flicking the flint, | touch the flame to the dangling 
laminates, watching as they shrivel and curl. Walking to a bucket of sand, | drop them in, watching as they 


burn. You don't mess with me. You don't mess with the ones | love. Because | will make you pay. 


Ignoring Mustaine, | grab everything | dropped and walk straight up to Dave. He's pressed against the wall, 
obviously catching himself after what happened. Giving him a smile, | take his hand and head for the room. 


Chapter 14 


Dropping the bags beside the door, | turn to Dave. He sits on the edge of the bed, dark eyes looking at me. 
"Sorry," | say. 
He shrugs. "Nothing to be sorry for. He's the one with the problem, not you." 


Walking up to him, | lift the hair from his throat and wince. There's red marks on his skin, Mustaine's fingers 


imprinted on it. 

"Does anything hurt?" 

He shakes his head and winces. Smiling softly, | ask again, "Does anything hurt?" 

"Just my throat. A little. He got me fuckin’ hard.” 

"What did you do to bait him like that?" 

Dave grins up at me, mischief dancing through his eyes. “Told him | was a better lay than he'd ever be." 
Smiling, | nod. "That'll do it" 

Ambling around the room, | toss the beers and snacks in to the fridge before attacking my suitcase. 
Everything I've taken out of it, | throw back in. | want to leave just after dawn. Want to put some road 
between us and Mustaine. It feels like I'm running from him but what else is there to do? He won't listen to 
reason, won't let go. And he sure as hell won't give up until he has me back. In my mind, l'm putting plans into 


place. Selling the apartment, moving somewhere else, changing my identity. None of it'll help. He'll still keep 


coming for me. 
"David?" 


Stopping, | stare at the case, stare at my life and what it's become. Am | happy with the way it's going? Yes, | 


am. "Yeah?" 

"Come here." 

Slowly | turn and walk over to him. He looks at me with large, doe eyes, hands reaching out to touch my face. 
The anger of the previous moments still haunt me. | want to find Mustaine. Want to finish him off. Want to 


batter his violent mood swings from him. 


Fingers slide along my jaw and in to my hair. Closing my eyes, | feel warm breath whisper across my face. 


"He's not your problem any more, David. Not your problem." 

As Dave's fingers massage the back of my neck | begin to relax. 

"He's gone now." 

| nod and my body goes limp as lips touch mine. Sliding my arms around his skinny waist, | hold him close. It 
feels like a lifetime since | last felt his welcoming warmth against me. As the kiss deepens, Dave squirms 
against me, his erection pressing against my thigh. 


"Please, David." 


With my eyes still closed, | shake my head. Not tonight. I'm exhausted, broken. Destroyed that my best friend 
of the past eight years has reacted so badly. He knew this was happening and still he lashed out. 


He presses himself closer, mouth hungrily devouring mine. "David." 
"Not here.." | murmur. "Not with him so close." 


In reality, I'm scared that Mustaine, baked out of his mind on drugs, still break the door down. That's not how | 


want Dave to remember his first time; some jacked up redhead crashing in on us. 


On the other hand, it would be divine retribution for all he's done to me. He'll sleep alone while | have the guy 


he set me up with wrapped in my arms. 

Kisses dance across my cheek and to my throat, making me purr. Hands whisper beneath my clothes, stroking 
over my skin. | all but melt to the floor. Its been so long since someone touched me in such a way. So long 
since someone offered me real, human contact. Dave's next statement, so bold in contrast to the previous 
weeks, nearly kills me. 

"David, please take my virginity. Please. Tonight." 

My voice is tight in my throat. "Are you sure?" 


"Yes." 


| can feel my body reacting, my joints going limp while my dick hardens. My hands wander under his shirt, the 
kiss only broken so | can sweep it over his head. Discarding my own shirt, | tug him back to me, hands 
sweeping up his narrow back and around his shoulders. A groan leaves my lips at the skin on skin contact, 


butterfly kisses exchanged as my fingers pick at his jeans. 


He pulls away to watch me, hair hanging in front of his face, lips parted as he softly pants. Pushing his jeans 


down, | follow them, kneeling before of him. My hands work their way up his skinny legs and to his small, tight 


ass. Dave leans against me as he shivers and twitches, my fingers grazing over his virgin skin. 


Wrapping my hands into the small of his back, | pull him close, my lips closing over the head of his cock. Hands 
land in my hair, tangling in the strands as | lavish him with kisses. Slowly | work my way along his length, 
tracing the veins, tasting his musky scent. It drives me crazy, pushing me closer to the edge. Stuffing a hand 
down my tight pants, | grab my cock, stroking as | push his legs apart. My tongue flicks his tight balls, rolling 
their weight against my lips. Mustaine never did this to me. Never gave me the benefit of foreplay. It was 
though he was ashamed of his sexuality. Well, tm not ashamed of who | am and I'm going to teach the 


creature above me that it's nothing to be ashamed of either. 


Struggling to my feet, | push my jeans off and kick them away, my cock springing free. Dave shyly watches 
me, head lowered a little and a blush just touching his cheeks. Its endearing and makes my heart melt all the 


more. When | hold out my hand, he takes it and, giving him a brief kiss, | lead him to the bed. 
Settling him on the crisp sheets, | kiss his forehead. "Okay?" 


"Yeah." His nerves are evident in the way he lies, one leg drawn up, feet balled in the sheets. His eyes are wide, 


watching my every move. Rifling through the bag, | place the lube and condoms beside the bed 
"Condoms?" 


Kneeling on the bed, | brush a few strands of hair from his face. "Yeah. You don't know where I've been and, 


until | can get tested, I'd rather be safe than sorry.” 


Dave gives me a warm, reassuring smile and pulls me in for another kiss. | can't decide who's more nervous; 
him or me. Deepening the kiss, | settle beside him, trying to shake my own nerves. I've been blessed with the 
task of making sure the cutie in my arms has a good time. There are expectations, ones | don't know about. 


But I'll try and live up to whatever's in his head. 


My hands dance along his sides, making him squirm and purr. Pressing kisses to his cheek and shoulders, | 
move lower, my lips following every dip and curve of his body. Flicking my tongue over his nipples, | watch as 
he gasps, back arching from the bed. | work at the tiny nubs, my hands ghosting over his ribs until he's 
writhing on the bed, one hand tangled in my hair. He's still as quiet as before and l'm pegging that he's not a 
screamer. Not that | care; it's something | adore about him, the quiet gasps and moans and purrs only adding 


to my arousal. 


Working lower, | flick my tongue into his belly button, receiving a drawn out whisper of my name in response. 
Dave tugs at my hair, forcing me lower until my lips skim his pelvis and touch the head of his cock. Eagerly | 
lap up the pre-come, revelling in his taste. But that's all he gets as | kneel at his feel and take a moment to 
admire him. 


His lithe body is stretched along the bed, toes still curled, fingers clawing at the sheets. Dark hair spreads 


over the white pillows, a stark, bold contrast. His neck is stretched, head back, lips parted as he gasps. | want 
to do it, want to savour every precious moment of deflowering him. 


Hooking my hands under his knees, | raise his legs, pushing them apart. A hand lands in my hair once more, 
pushing me down. The gesture makes me grin and | curl up between his legs. Gently | stroke a finger up his 
ass and between his cheeks. Again, Dave shudders and groans, hips raising from the bed. 

"Okay?" | ask. 

His voice is breathy, "Yeah." 

"Promise me you'll stop me if | hurt too much?" 

"Promise." 

My mouth waters as | push his cheeks apart, my tongue grazing over his virgin hole. Above me he shudders 


and pushes himself closer. l'm not one to disappoint and | delve deeper, my tongue just pushing past the ring of 


muscle. 

"David." 

Pulling back, | sit back on my heels. "Yeah?" 

Eyes, so dark they look as though they've been carved from the midnight sky, stare at me. "Please. 

My brow furrows. "You're sure" 

Dave manages to nod. "Never been more so." 

A lump begins to form in my throat and | reach for the lube. As | stretch over him, an arm winds around my 
neck and pulls me down for a rough kiss. Groaning, | rub myself against him, our cocks twitching and moving at 


the contact, skin velvety soft. Everything feels so alive, so real, my body shivering at what lies ahead. 


Moving back down to his feet, | coat a finger with the strawberry scented gel. Slowly | ease my finger in to 
him, my free hand stroking his stomach. Dave hisses and tightens up. 


"Easy," | murmur. "Easy. Relax." 


He does his best, body going limp. | push in a little deeper and gently begin to move my finger back and forth. 
He hisses again and | stop. 


"Want me to stop? We don't have to do this." 


"Want to," he gasps. 


Kissing his stomach, | begin again, adding another finger when he's ready. Slowly he begins to completely relax, 
only to give a muted cry as | hit his prostate. | smile and do it again, enjoying the sound of his voice. 


"Like that?" 
"Yeah." 
"Good" My lips trace the soft skin of his inner thigh. "cause there's gonna be a lot more of that." 


| take my time preparing him, enjoying watching as he reacts to new sensations. He squirms and writhes, hands 


alternating between grabbing the sheets and grabbing me. 


Finally | sit back and take another look, admiring the sheen of sweat on his smooth skin. He's delicious and | 


can't believe he's trusted me with this moment. 

Kissing my way back along his gorgeous body, my lips tease his as | reach for the condoms. Just as he's 
engaging with me, | pull away, leaving him panting and whining. Smiling, | roll the condom down my achingly hard 
length and settle over him. 

"Dave?" 


Eyes snap open to look at me, pale skin flushed pink. 


Its gonna hurt a little at first but, trust me, you'll be feeling great after a moment." | link my hand with his. 


"Trust me." 

He nods. "I trust you." 

| give him another brief kiss, one which leaves him gasping for more. "Thank you." 

Easing the head of my dick in, | stop and let him catch his breath. When he moves, | take that as my hint and 
push myself deeper. Sliding my hands under his shoulders, | hold him close, kisses feathering his shoulder. 


"Relax. It's gonna be okay." 


When he does, | push the rest of the way in, groaning as his warm tightness closes around me. My eyes fall 


shut and | take deep, uneven breaths. 
"God, you feel good." 


Arms wrap around my neck. "Really?" 


"Yeah, really." 


Opening my eyes, | look down into Dave's. Wonderment, underwritten with nerves, dances through them. His 


fingers stroke the nap of my neck, twirling around short strands of hair. 


"I'm not gonna leave you," | say softly. "Whatever anyone's told you, don't listen. You're not gonna bea quick 


fuck to me, | promise." 


A smile touches his lips and | bend to kiss him, my hair hiding us from the world. Slowly | begin to thrust, the 
sensations bringing my entire world in to one narrow point. It focuses on us and us alone. Nothing else matters 


in this moment. The building could be burning down around us and | wouldn't stop. 


Winding his hands around my shoulders, Dave pulls me closer, the kiss becoming heated. Teeth tug at lips, 
tongues battling with each other. Soft groans fill the air, pushing me to speed up. When | hit that spot deep 
inside of him, he reacts as though he's been shocked, body arching away from the bed, nails tearing at my 
back. My lips find his taut throat, kissing and licking, tongue tracing the veins as he contracts around me, 
pulling me deeper inside of him. This is probably going to be short and sweet, but its nothing to worry about. 
There'll be plenty of other times. 


| move to his face, kisses touching to the corners of his eyes before finding the edges of his lips. Again and 


again | aim for his sweet spot, his body shuddering every time, muted groans reaching my ears. 

"David?" His voice is barely there. 

"Yeah?" 

"Wanna... 

| know that reaction all too well and, working a hand between us, | wrap my fingers around his cock. Beneath 
me, Dave jumps before relaxing. A long leg winds around my waist, quickly followed by the other, until he's 
completely wound around me and we move as one. Resting my head against his shoulder, | murmur encouraging 
words, stroking him in time to my thrusts. 

With a shallow cry, Dave stiffens, warm seed coating us both. | rock faster, pushing him for every second of 
pleasure. Groaning, he rolls his hips up to mine, silently begging me for more. Its all | need and | continue to 


thrust as | fill the condom, wave after wave of body shaking pleasure crashing over me. 


Opening my eyes, | brush hair from his and smile. Dave's eyes lock on to mine and he returns my smile. 


Fingers brush over my cheek, pulling me down for a kiss. 


"Thank you," | whisper. 


Sinking to the bed, | wrap my arms around him, feeding him tiny kisses. Hands hold on to me, never wanting to 


let me go. And I'm never going to let go. Not now, not ever. 


Chapter I5 


As the sun rises, | go down to reception and ask them to organise a rental car. After leaving a note under our 
tour manager's door asking for my gear to be shipped home, we creep from the hotel like fugitives. There's a 


lightness to my step as the lobby doors close behind us, a feeling of freedom lying over me. 

Dumping everything in the trunk, | pause for a moment to savour the early morning sun. | can't remember the 
last time | saw it, the air still crisp and cool. It twists around the skin my shorts and tshirt doesn't cover, 
tickling me and making me shiver. Eventually | drag myself away, drop in to the driver's seat and smile at 
Dave. 

"We've got a car pointed west. Where do you want to go? Pick a state, any state. | don't care." 


He gives me a funny look, one which | translate as "You high, bro?", and my smile widens to a grin 


"Cali? Washington? Maybe you prefer something a little more crazy? How about Nevada? Please don't say 
Texas. | fuckin’ hate Texas." 


The "You high, bro?" look changes to a "You're fuckin’ serious, aren't you?" one. 
"You're fuckin’ serious, aren't you?" Dave finally asks. 


"Deadly. I'm a free agent, dumped by my former best friend and band. | ain't got a care in the world. You're 


my world now." 


Okay, that sounded a little creepy but it makes Dave smile. It's like something's been turned on inside of him. 
Like he's realising people actually like him for him. | remember it well myself, before | stopped giving a fuck. 


"Cali," he finally says. "Lets go back to Cali.” 


Gunning the engine, | pull out of the parking lot and onto the road. It's the end of an era and the beginning of 


another. 


As we drive we leave the radio tuned to the same frequency, listening, fascinated, as the stations change. Talk 
radio, sports, classical, rock, religious, country, Top 40. They're all out there, on the ether, waiting to be 


discovered. 


We pass through towns, large and small, our identities suddenly lost to the winds of freedom. We're not two 
rock stars any more. We're not celebrities. We're nobodies on the road to another life. We're seeking our 


fortune, we're running from the law, we're secret agents on a top secret mission 


Soon these fantasies become the tales we trade as we put the miles between us. We laugh as we come up 


with out new identities. We can be whoever we want to be. 


l'm free. Freer than I've been in a long time. | thought I'd hate leaving the band. Instead I'm loving it. It's like I'm 
finally spreading my wing and catching the thermals, twisting and turning and watching the world below. | can 


do whatever | want. Be whoever | want. 


After a couple of hours, | pull into a rest stop. We need gas, Dave needs the bathroom, and | need to both 
crick my back and go to the bathroom. 


Returning to the car, | stock up on drinks and snacks, stowing them in the foot wells of the back seats. 
Spreading the map over the hood of the car, | chew on a candy bar and trace our route. We'll keep going for a 
few more hours and roll in to Springfield, Missouri. Grab a hotel, some food, and a good night's sleep before 
pushing on. 


Suddenly, a stuffed toy cat is thrust in to my face. Grinning, | lean against the car and look at Dave. With a 
shy smile, he holds the cat out to me and | take it, a sudden trickle of emotion hitting me. | miss my cats. | 
haven't had one since leaving Minnesota, not with the band and touring. It would have been cruel. 

"How'd you know?" | softly ask, my fingers scratching fluffy ears. 

"You look like a cat guy and he was the last one in the store. Can't leave him behind" 

"True. He got a name?" 

"Not yet" 

Clasping the toy in one hand, | wrap my arms around his neck and hug him. | feel my chest tighten as | fight 
back tears. Suddenly | feel home sick and missing my furry hoard. When we get to wherever we're going, l'm 
going to call home. Talk to Mom. Tell her everything. 

"Thanks," | manage to murmur. 

"Welcome." 


wun 


Coffee, as the cat's unimaginatively named, sits on my lap as | drive. Occasionally Dave reaches over to stroke 
him, talking to him as though he's a real animal. | adore this man so much and already | feel as though l'm 
wrapped up in his life, he teaching me as | teach him. | know that people will look at us and assume we're as 
different as chalk and cheese. But is there anyone out there who's experimented with how chalk and cheese 


tastes? Maybe the chalk needs crushing? Or the cheese needs melting? 


Dave sits with his feet on the dash, a soda resting in his lap, watching as the scenery changes. Country music 
spills from the radio, a peace settled over us. The only thing which worries me is money. The royalties from 
the tour and the albums will roll in for a while and Dave's set to make a heck of a lot. But I'm not relying on 
him to clothe and feed me. This is all mine. Sooner or later I'll need to get a job. | know | can find one doing 
something. It ll just be odd going back in to the normal work force. But it's a challenge I'm looking forward to. 
Finally we roll into Springfield and pull up to a little motel. Nothing fancy, but its a bed While Dave grabs 
everything we need, | go and get a room. The woman behind the counter raises an eyebrow when | ask for a 


double room. | shrug and smile and take the key. 


Dumping everything in the room, | sit on the edge of the bed and stare at the wall for a moment, trying to 
collect my thoughts. I'm snapped out of it when the bed depresses beside me. Looking at Dave, | smile. 


"Hey." 
He sweeps a handful of hair from his eyes and returns my smile. "Hey." 
"How you feelin?" 


"Okay. A bit tired" 


"Same." Leaning forward, | dangle my hands between my legs. "I'm going to call home later. Talk to my Mom. Tell 


her what's going on" 

"She going to be okay with this?" 

| chuckle and drape an arm around his shoulder, pulling him to me. "She'll be a little upset about me leaving the 
band. She knows its my passion. But she'll be happy about me leaving Mustaine. She never liked him. She's 


gonna love you, though." 


Arms wind around me and kisses find my throat. | take a deep, shuddering breath as his mouth moves closer 


to mine. Sliding in to my lap, he hungrily kisses me. My hands clasp his back, my lips parting for him. 
"Want something?" | mumur. 

"Yeah." 

"Gonna let me take a shower first?" 


Teeth nip at my lower lip, pulling it into his mouth. "Only if | can come with you." 


Chapter Ib 


It takes all of my willpower to not press him up against the of the shower and take him there and then. Wet, 
slippery skin, wandering hands and heated kisses make for a slightly uncomfortable shower. | can feel his cock 


twitching against mine, my dick moving in response. 

Hands press flat against my chest, pushing me against the wall. "Wanna suck you." 

"No." | shake my head. "Not yet:" 

Dave looks at me sadly and pouts. | can't do it. Cant threaten him with whatever my body's picked up. 
"You wanna do it?" 


He nods, tendrils of wet hair streaking his face. Shutting off the shower, | wrap towels around him before 
drying myself off. My arousal grows as | take his hand and lead him back into the bedroom. Going through my 
stuff, | grab the rubbers and carefully roll one on to my cock. | can feel eyes watching me, no doubt 
memorising my movements. Tossing the wrapper away, | cup his face and look into eyes which are laced with 
innocence. | want to keep it, hold on to it as long as possible. | don't deserve these gifts. | don't deserve to be 


the one breaking this beautiful being in. 


My mouth slides over his and | let him take the lead, backing me up against the wall. Butterfly soft touches 
skim my skin, making me shiver and whine. When Dave sinks to his knees, wide eyes turned to look up at me, | 
nearly explode. Stroking my hands over his damp hair, | tilt his head back, my thumbs whispering over his 
cheeks. | want to stay like this forever, just admiring him, taking in his wonderful aura. 


Shuffling forward, he rests a hand against my thigh and closes his lips around the tip of my cock. | groan, my 
eyes rolling back, as the delicious warmth engulfs me. | wish the layer of latex wasn't there but, for now, its 
a necessity. Gently wrapping a hand in to the back of his hair, | resist the urge to rock my hips. Don't force 


him. Let him discover this for himself. 


He slides his mouth further along me, lips tightening. Leaning against the wall, | try not to come. It's been so 


long since someone last gave me head. Fuck knows when Mustaine last offered. 
"Fuck," | groan. "You're fuckin’ good" 


This seems to spur him on, his tongue tracing the underside of my cock as he moves back and forth. 


Managing to open my eyes, | look down and take in the delicious sight at my feet. 
"Holy fuck." 


My hand tightens in his hair, dark eyes widening a little. 


"Come on. You can do it. You know you can" 


Reaching down, | take his free hand and place it between my legs. Dave's fingers clasp mine before stretching 
out and cupping my balls. Rolling them against his palm, he leans a little closer, taking more of me in to his 
mouth. | shiver and groan, goosebumps racing over my skin. His fingers slide over my balls and to the sensitive 
spot just behind them. Panting, | push myself closer, wanting to know what he'll do next. When a finger brushes 


over the puckered skin of my hole, I'm ready to explode. 
"Oh, God. Oh, fuck. Please just fuckin’ finger me. Please." 


Gently he moves his finger back and forth, sending me closer and closer to the edge. I'm doing everything | can 
not to force myself down his throat. 


| hear myself whine, "Please. Please, Dave, just fuckin’ do it” 
And then the gentle touching is gone, his fingers returning to my balls. Carefully he squeezes them and its all 
| need, his mouth delicious and warm despite the rubber, and | come. Pressed against the wall, | tighten, 


resisting every urge to fuck his mouth. 


Panting, | sink to the floor, knees pulled to my chest. When l'm finally able to open my eyes, | find Dave 


crouched in front of me, eyes barely visible through his hair. 
"Fuck, you're good" | gesture him closer. "Sit with your back to me." 


He does as | ask and | trail a hand down his body and to his cock. He flinches and whines as my fingers close 
around him, my lips finding the curve of his shoulder. 


Kissing my way up to his ear, | whisper, "You're so hot, you know that? So fuckin’ gorgeous." 


He twitches in my grasp, hips rocking as he tries to get me to stroke faster. | don't give in, keeping my 
touches light and slow. | want to hear him talk, want to see if | elicit something dirty from his mouth. 


His body rises and falls against mine, breath coming in deep pants. My free hand strokes his body, finding the 
permanent marks he's left on himself. | trace the tattoos, holding him so that he can't curl in on himself and 


hide away from me. 
"These look great on you. | love seeing them.’ 


Tilting his head back, | kiss his strained throat before moving to his mouth. He moans against the kiss, hips 
rising from the floor. Smearing the pre-come along his length, | pick up the pace. | want to overload Dave's 
senses, want to make him wonder what's real and what's not. Working at one of is nipples, | sweep my tongue 


into his mouth and give his cock a single, long stroke. With a low hiss, Dave stiffens against me, my arms 


holding him tight as he trembles and comes. Strings of hot seed splatter against his stomach and soak my 
hand. Running my thumb over his nipples, | draw out his pleasure as long as possible, my voice quiet as | 


murmur to him. 


Gasping for breath, Dave eventually relaxes against me and | lift my sticky hand to my mouth. Sucking each 
finger clean, | grin and kiss his cheek 


"Yep, you still taste great." 


Dave sleeps beside me, curled in on himself. The room's air-conditioning rattles away, only just keeping the 
temperature below stupidly humid. Yet still he sleeps with the blankets pulled up under his chin. Is as though 
he's hiding. As though he's ashamed of himself. It hurts me to see and | want to draw him out of that shell. 
Want to show him that he's actually pretty awesome. 


Although, in this industry, you become jaded by it all. Everyone tells you you're great and awesome and a 
"god". Sometimes you let it wash over you. Sometimes, like me, you start believing the hype. It goes to your 
head, makes you believe you're invincible. Then you're pissing and shitting yourself as you battle to get 
yourself out of the clutches of drugs and mayhem. Battle to get yourself back to the life you once knew, the 
one away from the bright lights and the people who live through lies. | didn't want to live a lie any more. | 
didn't want to pretend | was something | wasn't. Sure, | can play bass. Sure, | played with Megadeth from their 
inception. But, deep down, I'm just that kid from the sticks. The kid who wasn't accepted. Who was laughed at 
and scorned. The pain of peoples words still run deep. My nose is took big, my smile too bright. I'm too happy, 
too perky, too cheerful. 


You know what? That's me. And I'm not going to change for an industry which wants to chew me up and spit 


me out. Do you know how many of my so called friends came to see me after | cleaned up? 


None. Not one. Not even the band came to see me, and that hurt the most. The people | called my best friends 
and brothers all but abandoned me until | was strong enough to walk again. It's something I'm not going to let 
happen again which is why l'm going back to that simple life. l'm going to work a normal job, have a normal 
apartment, have a normal life and look after the guy who's about to kick the industry's ass. I'm going to love 
him and build him up. Tell him what he needs to hear while making sure that the sharks are kept at bay. 
Because there's no way he's going through the same shit | did. No way he's going to find himself curled on the 
pristine white floor of a detox clinic as vomits his guts up. No way he's going to have the humiliation of 
cleaning soiled clothes. None of that. And if | can give him the confidence to not go down that route, then my 


life is complete. 


Chapter I] 


While the air is still cool and crisp, | sneak from the room and use the motel's payphone. Leaning against it, | 


feed in a handful of quarters and dial home. 
After a few moments, it's answered, "Ellefson residence." 
"Dad. Hil It's me." 


"David. Good to hear from you, son" | can see him standing beside the phone, back straight, almost on guard as 


though expecting actually see me. "How's the tour?" 

"Ill tell you in a moment. Can | speak to Mom first, please?" 

“Sure. Francis?!" 

| hear mumbling in the background and | know it's my mother. My father speaks again, "It's David" 

| know that the phone's all but snatched from him. "David! Hil How are you?" 

‘Im good, Mom, good. Look, | need to talk to you before anyone else does." 

She's silent for a moment. "What's the matter?" 

Taking a deep breath, | look across the almost empty road to a wooded area beyond. | wish she was here. Wish 
| could hug her. For the first time in a long time, I'm scared, Suddenly | feel like | have responsibilities, ones 
other than filing tax returns and making sure lm fed and clothed. 

"| quit the band" 

"Oh, baby, why? What happened?" 

"Dave and | had a falling out." 


"Why? You two were always so good together.” 


Biting my lower lip, | think back over the past couple of weeks. Think back to how quickly everything has 
changed. 


"Dave's not been right since | cleaned up, Mom. He keeps trying to get me back on drugs. It wasn't a nice 


situation to be in In fact, it was downright horrible. | couldn't take it any more." 


"So you did what was best for you?" Her voice is soft, understanding. 
"Yeah, | did. Did what was right for me. And, well, for the guy I'm with." My voice trails off. 
"David.. What are you trying to tell me? | know you and Dave had a thing for a while." 


| chuckle. "A while? Yeah, Mom, if you want to call eight years "a while". Well, Dave took it on himself to 
introduce me to someone. He thought it would be funny. Thought I'd hate this guy. But." | sigh. "But | fell for 


him. 
"Oh, David.. If you're happy then l'm happy. What's the young man's name?" 

Grinning, | chuckle. "You're not going to believe it. Take a guess. Three guesses, you'll only need one." 

"Not Dave?" 

| laugh. "Got it in one." 

"David! Wherever did you find him?" 

| can't help but smile as | remember the all too brief meeting at some music function. You know, places you're 
obliged to go to because you're part of the industry. They bring along other people, journos, up and coming 


bands, whatever, and feed you a bunch of beer and drugs. 


"Some event we were at. His band spent a couple of minutes talking to us before we were dragged away. Dave 


somehow managed to track this guy down and gave him my pager number." 

"So he's in a band?" 

"Yes, Mom, he is." 

"Well, thats good for you. At least you'll have someone to play with." 

Biting my lip, | try not to laugh. "Yeah, Mom, he's a drummer so at least he'll be able to keep my ass in time." 
"What's the name of his band?" 

Feeling around in my pocket, | grab a few more quarters and drop them in. "Nirvana. The band's called Nirvana" 
"Oh, | saw them in a magazine the other day!" 


Oh, no, here we go. Trying not to cringe, | ask, "Been making clippings again, Mom?" 


"Of coursel l'm proud of my boy! The drummer, you said?" 

| close my eyes. "Yes" 

"All hair and eyes?" 

"Yes, Mom. That's him" 

"Well, you be happy. Thats all that matters. When do | get to meet him?" 


Huffing, | shift from one foot to the other. "Not sure yet. They're touring a lot at the moment. If they're up 
your way, I'll fly up and introduce you. How's that?" 


"Perfect. What are you going to do now you've left the band?" 


Typical Mom questions. "How about | call you when | get back to LA? We can talk more then without me 
ploughing handfuls of quarters in to this phone.” 


"David" | recognise that voice. That's the "Don't mess with your Mother" voice. 
"Mom, I'll call you again later. | promise." 

"You'd better." 

| will You know | will. Love you." 

‘Love you too, sweetie. Take care and safe driving." 


Hanging up, | go to the car and grab some of the food and drinks which are stashed in the back. The motel's so 
basic it doesn't even have vending machines. 


I'm not surprised that | find Dave still crashed out. He's sprawled on his front, the sheets pooled in his back, 
obviously taking advantage of the suddenly empty bed. Checking my watch, | see its a little before nine. We're 
in no rush and the motel won't kick us out before midday. Kicking off my clothes, | climb back into bed and lay 


kisses along his spine. Dave mutters something and instinctively curls in on himself. 
"No," | murmur, my hands gently untangling his limbs. "No more. | want to see you." 


He mumbles something in his half asleep state and pulls away. | let him go, instead winding an arm around his 


waist. He doesn't fight that and, for the moment, we reach a lazy, happy medium. 


Lying behind him, | gently stroke his stomach, my nose buried in his hair. Eventually his breathing becomes 
even as he drifts back to sleep. 


"David?" 


"Hmmm" My eyes are on the road, staring at the traffic. We're heading, oddly, for Roswell. Ever since we 
wrote Hanger IB it's been on of those places which has fascinated me and, as it's on the route home, I've 


decided we're spending the night there. 


Except | have no idea if we're going to make it before tomorrow's dawn, let alone tonight's nightfall. The traffic 
around Oklahoma City is pretty much gridlocked. Even though the radio's tuned in to a local station, there's 


been no news of any accidents. 

"You know what you said last night?" 

| glance at him and find myself looking in to deep, soulful eyes. "About what?" 
"About me being hot? Did you mean it?" 


If we hadn't have been stuck in nose to tail traffic, I'd have pulled over somewhere. The car isn't the place for 


this kind of discussion. I'd much prefer to be able to sit down and give him my full attention 
"Yeah, | meant it. And I'll keep saying it until you believe it” 
"But you didn't at first." 


That goes right through my heart. "Me at the beginning of all of this had nothing to do with you and 
everything to do with me being insecure. It had everything to do with the barriers | built around myself to 
keep myself away from harm. It had absolutely nothing to do with you or the way you look. In fact, if it hadn't 
been for you I'd have still had a fucking lonely existence in that band. So don't you dare put yourself down. 


Ever." 


From the corner of my eye, | see him smile a little. A hand winds around my thigh and, a moment later, a 
welcome weight rests against me. Lifting my arm from the wheel, | wrap it around him, fingers playing along 


his shoulder. 


Chapter 18 


We finally roll into a small town, weary and road dirty. Crawling in to the shower, we fall from that and into 


the lumpy, old bed. | don't care. It's a bed and I'm too tired to do anything else. 


Instead we quietly make out, slow, exhausted kisses and featherlight touches. Every time Dave touches me it 
ignites my body in a way which never happened with Mustaine. | crave what he gives me, beg for it even | 


feel like I'll die without it. 


The next morning, we hit the road, windows wound down and the wind in our hair. The radio keeps up with a 
steady stream of cheesy pop and rock. We smile and laugh and, after a couple of hours on the road, pull in to 


Roswell. 


I's always been one of those places I've wanted to visit, Mustaine's obsession with the weird fuelling some of 


my passions. Hanger IB was Nick's idea, but Mustaine still ran with it. Thanks to him, l'm now obsessed. 


Roswell's one of those little towns which has been taken over by the crazy. Everything is alien and UFO 
themed. Stores, restaurants, heck, even bathrooms have lights and murals, and stupid, tacky things. We wander 
around, eyes like saucers and jaws somewhere near the floor. The tiny town has embraced all things alien and 


made it their living. 


A hand grabs mine and drags me to a stop in front of a restaurant. A sign juts from it, announcing that it 
sells all things alien. Somewhere, in there, is also the world's only "Out of this world’ burger bar. 


Looking at Dave, | grin. "Hungry?" 

He returns my smile. "You bet” 

Clutching his hand, | pull him inside and we weave our way through shelves of UFO kitsch and alien themed 
games. Right at the back, lit up like, well, a spaceship, is the restaurant. It's already buzzing, people grabbing 
food before carrying on with their days. Dropping at a table, we peruse the menu, taking in the "World famous 
Roswell Moon Burger, complete with moon cheese", the "BBQ Mothership Burger" and, of course, the "One and 


only, out of this world, alien approved, three stack burger". 


A waitress, dressed in a lime green tutu dress with glittery deely boppers on her head, smiles at us. "You 


boys ready to order?" 
| look at Dave. "You go first" 


He glances between her and the menu before giving her his best smile. "I'll take the 1941 Ranch Burger with 


extra fries and a beer please." 


She nods and looks at me. "For you, sir?" 
ll try the Moon Burger, please. And I'll take a Coke to drink” 


Smiling, she leaves and, with a goofy grin, | look around the place. It really is crazy. All flashing lights and walls 
made up to look like spaceship control panels. Even the tables have had an extraterrestrial make over with 


tons of glitter trapped beneath the varnish. 
"Pretty crazy, huh?" 


Glancing back to Dave, | nod. "Definitely crazy. But wouldn't expect anything less. You know, nothing surprises 


me any more and if some little green man walked in through that door, | wouldn't be at all shocked! 

He leans his elbows on the table and looks at me. "Definitely a crazy little town’ 

"Could you live here?" 

Dave shrugs. "Maybe. It's got a certain charm" 

Its an idea but | can't take him away from Cali, not yet anyway. The East and West coasts is where the music 


industry is centred. He's already trekked across country to begin his musical journey. Maybe, one day, we'll live 


in some little town somewhere. 


| gather a bunch of postcards and tacky tourist pieces to send to my mother. It's become a ritual. Wherever 
I've been, Ive sent her a postcard at the very least. I'm sure one from the home of the UFO crash will get 


pride of place in her scrapbook. 

Tossing everything in the back seat, I'm about to turn over the engine when a weight slides into my lap. 
Leaning back in the seat, | smile and drape my arms around Dave's waist. Fingers ghost along my cheeks and | 
close my eyes, a soft purr murmuring from my lips. Resting my head against the back of the seat, | let him 
come to me, lips whispering over mine. My hands slide up his back, gripping his shoulders and pulling him close 
as my tongue presses to his delicious mouth. 


"Fuck, Dave." 


Fingers tighten in my hair, the kiss deepening and | rock my hips, my cock becoming hard. l'm just falling 
beneath under his spell when he drifts away, dropping into the passenger seat. 


Pouting, | playfully flick his legs. "Tease." 


Dave smiles, eyes lighting up. "You like?" 


"Fuckin' love it.” 


He grabs a packet of cigarettes from the dash and pulls one out. "Good." 


Two days later we finally limp back into Cali, utterly exhausted. Neither of us speaks as we drag our crap into 
the apartment. A stack of letters, mostly bills, is my welcome home. 


For the first time since | left the band, | turn on my pager. The last ten messages roll in My mother. 


Management. Mustaine. 

You'll regret it, asshole. 

| turn it off and toss it on the table. "No, | won't." 

"Won't what?" 

Gone is the confident man who seduced me in motel rooms, replaced by the shy, awkward being | first met. 
Even though we're on supposedly familiar territory he's deciding to hide from me, head down and hands 
stuffed in to pockets. 


Looping my arms through Dave's, | kiss his bowed head. “Just the asshole. Look at me. | want to see you." 


He shakes his head, eyes still on the floor. Nudging his hair away, | kiss his forehead, followed by his temple. 


"Please? | want to see your gorgeous eyes and that famous smile." 


Another shake of the head. | wonder if Dave thinks I'm expecting something. We haven't made love since that 
first night in the hotel. Sure, there's been other stuff, blow jobs and handies, but nothing more. 


Stepping away, | make for the bathroom. "Gonna take a shower. Unpack, make coffee, kick back." 


I'm about to push the bathroom door shut when it's reopened. Dave follows me in and shuts the door. Turning 
on the shower, | quietly undress and climb beneath the lukewarm water. Closing my head, | rest my forehead 
against the wall, the exhaustion a dull ache behind my eyes. | feel like | could sleep forever yet, in a few days, 


Dave will be gone again and I'll be working on my new life. 


Hands slide up my back and over my shoulders, making me shiver. Clasping my chest, he presses himself close, 
the feeling of wet, naked skin quickly driving me crazy. For a moment, | stand as | am, my hands resting on the 


top of his, just savouring the quiet time. 


We barely make it out of the shower, water dripping in our wake as we make for the bedroom. Hands grab at 
me, tugging my hair as we exchange hungry kisses. Suddenly the shy boy from the living area has disappeared, 
replaced by the one who demands my attention 


Backing him up against the bed, | wait until he's sitting before | attack him again. Lying Dave against the crisp, 
white linen, | sit back and admire him. Droplets of water speckle his skin and his lips are plump and bruised. One 
hand trails down his body and to his hard cock. Dark hair coils across the pillows and he strokes a foot down 
my arm. Giving him one last kiss, | tap his leg. 


"On your front" 


He does as | ask and | carefully arrange him, head down against the pillow and ass in the air. Trailing a hand 
along the slope of his back, | sit on my heels and look over him again. His eyes are now closed, breath barely 
moving the hair which falls over his face. Long fingers are curled in to the pillow, body held at what seems like 


an unnatural angle for him. Again with the change, the innocence melting back into him. 

Trying to contain my own breathing, | kiss Dave's flanks, feeling him shudder beneath my lips. | taste him, an 
essence now tinged with the floral notes of soap. His skin his soft, still holding a sheen of fine downy hair along 
his haunches and ass. | love it, love feeling it against my cheek and lips. 

My mouth moves over the swell of his ass and down to his strong thighs, pausing only to sink my teeth into 
the delicious crease at the top of his legs. Dave hisses and | give the same treatment to the other leg, hoping 
for something a little louder. He just moans and twitches, making me even more determined to make him 
scream. 

Reaching for the lube, | coat my fingers and, with one hand in the small of his back, | carefully push one in. 
He's so tight, so plush and warm, and | can't wait to be buried inside of him. When | ease another in, | get a 
whimper of my name. 

"Okay?" | ask. 

He peers at me, one hand holding the hair from his face. "Yeah, l'm okay." 


"Want me to keep going?" 


He nods and | press my fingers to his prostate. Dave hisses, baring his teeth at me. Little does he know that 
I'm going to him screaming by the end of the night. 


Kneeling up, | fumble with the rubbers. First thing in the morning I'm dragging my ass to the clinic. 


"Ready?" 


| get an anxious look, followed by, "Yeah." 

Before | press myself in, | brush the hair away from his right shoulder and rest my hand on his back. Dave 
tenses beneath me, anticipating what's coming next. Taking a deep breath, | slide myself into him, pressing my 
weight against him until he's flat against the bed My teeth find his shoulder and Dave gives a muffled cry, a 
sound which goes straight through me and to my groin. l'm doing my best to remember that this is only the 
second time we've done this. That he's still new to. That its still going to hurt. 


| manage to pause. Waiting as he shudders and pants. His body tightens around me, make me see stars with 


every tine movement. 

Finally | ask again, "Okay?" 

"Yeah." 

"Good" I'm trying to steady my breath. "Going to give it to you a little harder. But if | hurt you, you tell me." 
He nods and draws in a deep, shuddering breath. 

| try to take it slow but, all too soon, I'm pounding into him, one hand holding him down while the other gently 
tugs his head round. Kissing him, | hold back from hitting his sweet spot. | can tell he's getting closer from the 
way he moves, writhing and rubbing his cock against the bed. 

When his voice starts up, l'm ready to come. "David. David. Fuck. Please. Please let me." 

Pulling back, | tease him with the head of my cock. "Something you want?" 

"Please." 

"Please what? Tell me, Dave. Tell me and I'll give it to you." 

His hands ball into the sheets, eyes squeezed shut. "Please, David." 

l'm driving myself crazy with the lack of friction but I'm going to get it out of him. Gently | nip at his spine, 
teeth counting my way to the back of his neck. Balling his hair into my fist, | carefully bite the soft skin in the 
nap of his neck. He moans and presses himself closer to the bed. 


| stop moving, my cock only just in him. "Talk to me, Dave." 


He lies there, suddenly limp. Giving a gentle tug of his hair, | rock my hips, pushing myself back in to him. When 


he moans and twitches, | stop. 


"Talk to me." Again, | kiss the nap of his neck His skin is still slick, this time with a sheen of salty sweat. He 


pants and tries to shift as | stroke over the spots | know turn him on. 

"David." Its a low whine and my cock twitches in response. 

"Yeah?" 

"Please..." 

My fingers ghost over his ribs and he writes, trying to buck me off. "Please what? You can tell me." 

His body rises and falls with deep breaths, his head buried in the pillow. Stroking my hand over his, | patiently 
wait, trying to silently tell him that he can talk to me about anything. My lips stay at the hollow of his neck, 
my nose buried in the tendrils of dark hair. 

"David," his voice is barely more than a murmur. "Please make me come." 

Grinning, | kiss his cheek, keeping my voice low as | speak, "Attaboy. That's what | wanted to hear." 

Resting back on my knees, | thrust in to him, hitting his prostate. Dave rears up from the bed, a howl of 
pleasure tearing from him. Its enough for me, the sound of his voice, the moments of breaking free from 
restraints pushing me closer to the edge. Resting my head against his back, | curl a hand around his cock, 
stroking in time to our rocking. He babbles incoherent words, my name being among them. My own voice joins 
his, muttering words of encouragement to him. He's opened up and l'm so proud of him. 

Dave comes long and hard, ass tightening around my cock and pushing me over the edge. Stars burst behind 
my eyes, my body suddenly going limp. His voice is still there, quieter than before, as he cries my name while | 


scream his. 


We may be as different as black and white but | don't care. To me, he's perfect, the yin to my yang, the 


person | never knew | needed. 


Sinking to the bed, | pull him into my arms. Utterly exhausted, we smile, hands brushing hair from the other's 


eyes. He leans in to my touch, eyes falling closed 
| give him a quick kiss. "Love you." 


Dave tightens his grip on me, head nestled in the crook of my neck. "Love you, too." 


Chapter [9 


The next morning | wake and make breakfast before Dave wakes. Leaving him a note, | grab my car keys, pray 


the bitch'll start, and head out. 


I've lost count of how many times I've wound up in this clinic for various things. Colds and flu, also known as 
‘lm out of my face on drugs and have the shakes. Will you please give me something because | can't afford 
any smack?", to cuts and bruises from various altercations. The thing with Mustaine was he never really 

raised a hand to me, at least not in anger. We used to push and shove one another, have minor scuffles, and 


the sex could get rough at time. But he never hit me hard enough to land me in the emergency room. 


Sitting on a cold metal seat, | go over the paperwork. Name, address, employment. What do | put for that? 
Formerly in a world famous metal band now hunting for other employment? | eventually put "musician" and 


hope for the best. 


Reason I'm here? STD testing because my ex-boyfriend didn't know when to stop putting his dick in everything 


else but me. 


Tapping the pen against the clipboard, | look around myself. The waiting room is stark white, the people as 
bored and as tired as the walls. You can tell they're here most weeks for something or another, the poor and 
the needy. | would have gone to the other hospital but | can bet that, no matter how smacked up Dave was, 
the second | walked out of the door he was on the phone cancelling everything he paid for. Including my health 
insurance. So l'm back at the bottom of the pile. 


Not that | mind. | prefer being here if it means | don't have to mess with the vultures that surrounded our 
band. That evening, walking into that hotel, and watching Mustaine take shots at Dave while the others looked 
on, still sickens me. It chills me to the bone that people | considered my friends would stand by and let 
something like that happen. Goodness knows what would have happened if | hadn't arrived at that moment. I'd 
have probably been spending the night in the emergency room, plotting my revenge. Every one of those 
fuckers knew why Dave was there and it was their job to protect him from Mustaine's wrath. Not stand by 
and fucking watch. I'm glad I'm out of it. Glad I'm away from the sordidness and drugs. At one time, that was 
my dream. Now it's been banished, washed away on the bitter taste of success. All | want now is a peaceful, 


quiet existence. 
"David Ellefson? David Ellefson?!" 
I'm on my feet like a shot and following a white clad nurse into a side room. 


"So?" She sits behind the desk. "What can | do for you?" 


"STD testing." I'm blunt and to the point. 

Fumbling in a drawer, she pulls out a small pile of papers and | can see what's coming next. We run through 
everything; my general health, have | used drugs? (yes), with needles? (yes), how many partners have | had? 
(Four, up to and including the current one), how long have you been with your current one? 

| do a quick mental count and look at her. "Four weeks." 

She doesn't say anything as she scribbles it down. "Do you use protection?" 

"Only with the current one." 

An eyebrow shoots up. 

"Ma'am," | reply, "I'm gay." 

"Doesn't make it any less important, especially if you've had short term relationships." 

"I know." Hindsight, it's a fucking great thing. | used to try and get Mustaine to use protection, especially after 
he'd been out fucking goodness only knows who. But it never worked. He never wanted to use it. Always 
complained it made the sex bland. 

She takes several vials of blood and tells me the results will be back in five days. | can wait another five days. 
I've had four weeks of waiting, what's another few days? She also gives me a stack of condoms and a stern 
look which makes me want to shrink in to the floor. Reminding myself who I'm doing it for makes it a little 
better. 

Driving home, | stop off at the store and pick up bags of groceries. l'm just leaving when | see a sign in the 
adjacent burger joint. They're hiring and, well, | need a job. | chuckle when | remember Mustaine's words to me 


about flipping burgers to keep my new guy with a roof over his head. It's almost like a prophecy. 


Dumping the food in the car, | pull my hair back into an elastic and walk in. A wall of delicious smells hit me 


and, deep inside, somewhere in my stomach, something begins to come alive. 
A bored looking cashier looks me up and down. "What can | do for you?" 
| was wondering about the." | toss a thumb over my shoulder. "You know, the job. How do | go about applying?" 


Sighing, she wanders away only to return a moment later with a photocopied sheet. "Fill this in. Bring it back. 


You got any experience?" 


Experience? What the heck's that? Other than the couple of jobs | worked before the band picked up, I've 
never done anything else. And none of them were food industry. Oh, and panhandling. Let's not forget that. That 


was outside a burger joint. Wonder if that counts? 

"| can cook." | shrug. 

She gives me a shrug in response before walking away again. Geez, nice chick. Not. Makes me debate actually 
wanting to work at the place. But, everyone's got to start somewhere | suppose. And it's back to the grind for 
me. 

Tossing the application form on the passenger seat, | drive home and lug all the food into the apartment. It's 
quiet. Suspiciously quiet. Feeling a cold chill settle over me, | look around. The dishes are done. The bags and 
cases which were beside the door have been moved. 

"Dave?" 

No reply. Taking a deep breath, | begin to check the rooms. 

"Dave?" 


Still nothing. 


The rooms are empty. The only thing which remains is the small rucksack of clothing he carried across the 
country. Confused, | wander to the kitchen, intending to make a coffee. | can't imagine him upping and leaving 
with out so much as a goodbye. Have | done something that wrong for him to want to leave? And, if so, why's 


he left clothing behind? I'm about to lift the kettle when | notice the note propped against it. 


Needed to get out. Gone to the park Back later. Dx 
PS: Took your acoustic. Hope you don’t mind. 


Chapter 20 


| walk to the end of the block. A small park sits there, a few trees, grass and benches. Over the sounds of 
traffic | hear a guitar being played and there, in the shadows of the furthest tree, is Dave. Slowly | walk over, 
my feet scuffing up small clouds of dust, and sit beside him. His head is down, hair covering his face as he 
strums the guitar in his lap. Relaxing, | listen until he looks up and gives me a weak smile. 

"Hey." 

| return the smile. "Hi." 

"You don't mind?" He gestures to the guitar. 

"Not at all. Its meant to be played. Use it all you want." 

He nods and goes back to it for a moment, melodies filling the air around us. | pull off my socks and shoes and 
lie back on my elbows. | soak up the warmth and the smell of the trees tarred with exhaust fumes. It feels 
rice, freeing, and | realise I'm not missing Megadeth at all. No stress, no worries, no wondering when Mustaine's 
going to prank me. 


"How'd it go at the clinic?" 


Holding out my arm, | show off the small bandaid and the growing bruise. "They took a lot of blood Told me off 
for not being careful. Got to go back in five days." 


"kay." 
| can sense that something's wrong and my heart aches. 
"Dave." | shuffle a little closer. "Something you wanna talk about?" 


Lying the guitar in his lap, he sighs, refusing to meet my gaze. The ache in my chest grows and | feel the 


walls beginning to slam up again. 
"| don't think | can settle here" 
"Sorry?" 


He sighs again, the effort making his tiny body rise and fall. "I kinda like being on the move. Like the Nomadic 


life, you know?" 


Glancing at the ground, | scuff my feet against a pile of dead twigs. "Oh." 


tis ees! 
| have to ask, have to know. "Are you?" 

"Breaking up with you?" He glances up at me, eyes wide and shy. "No. Not unless you want me fo.” 
"No, | don't" 


| feel like there's a hole in my heart, one which widens with every passing moment. | don't like this feeling, don't 


like the chill which has settled over me. 
"I just thought you might want to life here," | quietly continue. 
"| want to be with you. Doesn't matter where, right?" 


Sighing, | nod, picking up the twigs and peeling the bark off. "Yeah, you're right. But I've gotta stay put. Gotta 
work, get money, all of that." 


He laughs softly. "You think | want money? Come on the road with us." 


A sad smile pulls at my lips as | look at him. "You don't want me on the road. You're gonna meet a bunch of 


neat people to hang out with. You don't want me holding you back." 


Warm fingers wrap around mine and | let myself be pulled into a hug. "Maybe | want you to hold me back 
Maybe | don't want to be crazy. Maybe | want someone waiting for me at night” 


Hugging him tight, | kiss the side of his head. His words warm me but | know | can't go on the road with them. 
Its his time for stretching his wings. He doesn't need a nagging boyfriend giving him disapproving looks 
whenever he rolls in drunk. And, truth be told, I've seen it happen. Relationships which are taken on the road 
rarely survive. The working partner gets dragged off for sound checks, interviews, promo shit, the actual 
concerts, sightseeing tours, you name it, while the other waits for them. Anxiety builds, are they cheating? Do 
they still love me? Why don't they pay attention to me any more? In turn, that breeds resentment, causing 
arguments which finally drive the wedge between them. Unless both of you have a part to play, the non- 
working partner becomes the third wheel, resented by all who have a job to do. They don't want you in their 
way, fawning over your partner. They want to get their job down and kick back with an ice cold drink at the 
end of it. There's no place on the road for me any more. 


We eventually go back inside, the heat of the day becoming too much to bear. While Dave showers, | fix coffee 
and lunch, the time in the park mulling over in my head. | feel like I'm losing him. Feel like he's drifting. Maybe 
he needs to drift? Maybe he needs to go and return and go again? Maybe its the way this whole relationship 


will hold together? 


No matter what it is, it still makes my heart ache. Still makes me sad that I'll have to lose him so often for 
him to find himself. But that's the important thing. If he doesn't go and live and grow then we'll be in this 
perpetual place of rising and falling, coming and going. If he doesn't go, he might never settle. But if he does go, 
he may decide he prefers that life to me. 


Behind me, | hear the bathroom door open. A moment later and damp hands find their way up the front of my 
shirt, a damp body pressed against my back. | squirm and yelp but he holds me tight. | can feel him smiling 


against my shoulder. 


Finally able to free myself, | turn around and find him standing in a pair of jeans and little else. Hair runs over 
his shoulders. 


Looking him up and down, | smile. "Grab some food and coffee. I'll be two minutes." 


Rifling through my room, | find the hairbrush and a handful of elastics. Grabbing my own coffee, | crash on 
the couch and pat the floor between my legs. 


"Sit" 
Dave raises an eyebrow, giving me a funny look. "Why?" 
"Just sit." | grin. 


He does, coffee beside him, pancakes propped on his knees. Picking up the hairbrush, | slowly begin to run it 
through his damp hair, smoothing and untangling. It only takes a few passes before he's purring, head dropping 
to his chest. 


Splitting his hair down the middle, | get to work on the right side. Fingers push at the hem of my jeans and 
tickle my ankle, making giggle and flinch. 


"Whatca doin'?" 


"You'll see." | do my best not to wriggle as the fingers continue to dance over my skin My ankles are bony, my 


skin sensitive. 


Doing my best to ignore Dave, | brush the handful of hair until it sticks out from the top of his head. Tying an 
elastic around the base, | do the same to the left side. His fingers follow, dancing up and down my ankle. 
Chuckling, | flick my leg, trying to get rid of the irritating itches which are breeding beneath his fingers. They 
sweep around my ankle bone before disappearing. Just when | think it's all over and | can relax, they start 


again, strong, gentle fingers finding those spots which make me want to scream with laughter. 


| tug his hair as punishment, laughing as he squeaks. Returning to the right side, | split the pigtail into three 
and begin to braid it. Dave moves to pull away. 


"No, no, no, shit, David, no!" 

My laughter continues as | pull him back. "Why not?" 

"Just because." 

"You're not leaving the fuckin’ house. You'll be fine. Besides, will make it all wavy and pretty in the morning." 


He starts to tickle my ankle again and | grit my teeth, trying not to scream. "You're fuckin’ comfortable with 
it, Ellefson" 


"Goes with having a bunch of women on tour with you. For some reason they liked braiding my hair." 
"And you let them?" 

"How you feelin’? Relaxed? A little dizzy maybe?" 

"Yeah, and?" 


"Because it feels nice. Just because you're male doesn't mean you can't enjoy things like this." | tie off the 


right one and start on the left. "Besides, it's the kinda thing | thought you'd be more comfortable with than 


me. 
Dave tries to look over his shoulder at me. "What makes you say that?" 

"Dunno," | reply with a shrug. "Just get that feeling from you." 

Silence falls over us and, while | continue to play with his hair, Dave lets his fingers wander over my feet. He 
lifts one, then the other, into his lap, thumbs running over the tops of my bare feet. When he runs a 
fingernail over the instep | scream and damn near yank his head off. 

"Fuckin' ticklish," | hiss, prodding my heel against his stomach. 

He chuckles and does it again, holding me down as | squirm, my toes curling in to a ball 

"Dave, no! Stop it! Let me go!” 

Somehow | manage to tie off the left braid before he lays in to me. I'm freaking powerless as he continues, 


pushing a hand up my jeans and finding the back of my knee. I'm all but curled into the fetal position, desperate 


for it to stop. | can hear him laughing, a warm, teasing sound. A weight settles on my stomach, one hand 


pinning my arms above my head. Squawking, | buck my hips as his free hand finds its way beneath my shirt 
and works its way against my ribs. 


It continues for what feels like hours, me screaming while he prods and pokes and tickles, until | wrap my legs 
around his waist. Panting, | open my eyes and look up into his face. The braided pigtails dangle around his head, 
face lit with that wide smile. | love it, love the side of him which isn't afraid to grab and tickle me. Its another 
door which is opening, another chink of light through the curtains. | love how he wants to play and mess 
around. Its something which has been missing from my life for so long; the ability to just let go and laugh. And 
| feel free because of it. 

Grabbing his face, | pull him down and plant a sloppy kiss on his lips. "Love you." 

Hands grab my shoulders, working their way to my neck and cheeks. "Love you too." 


"Promise?" 


"Promise." 


Chapter 2! 


I'm happy as | head back from the clinic. All of my tests came back negative and | can start living again. l'm 


over the moon, delirious, as happy as Larry. 
Except for one thing. Dave leaves again tomorrow and | can feel the same pain as when we split the last time. 
It's a pain which will always be there | suspect. It's the same one which helped me make up my mind to quit 


the music industry completely. | don't want any part of it any more. I'm tired of the glitz and the glamour and 
the people who want to be your friend because of who you are. 


Dropping my keys beside the door, | look around myself. The apartment's eerily empty again 

"Dave?" 

Making my way to the coffee machine | look for a note. There isn't one. 

"Dave?" 

"Yeah?" 

| nearly die from a heart attack. Where the fuck did he come from?! Turning, | nearly drop dead again. 

He walks from the bedroom, bare feet lightly padding against the floor. My eyes sweep up long legs clad in 
skintight pink jeans, follow a bare midriff and find a too tight "Property of Megadeth" crop top hugging his 
torso. He's obviously wearing a bra underneath it, the slight swell of breasts giving it away. his hair's braided 
back into pigtails and I'm sure | can see a hint of lipgloss as well. 

"Fuck." | lean against the counter. I'm not sure whether I'm supposed to be freaked out or stupidly turned on. 
At the moment I'm leaning towards stupidly turned on, he makes one hot girl. Nearly too fuckin’ hot. I'm 
wondering if I'm going to be able to handle him. 

Dave seems to be enjoying my reaction, eyes sparkling as he backs me into a corner of the tiny kitchen. Hands 
slide over my cheeks and pull me in for a kiss. | can feel the tackiness of the lipgloss, his tongue teasing my 
lips. | shudder and moan, unsure of what to do. My hands are limp at my side but | still give into the kiss, 
hungrily licking at the pale pink lipgloss. 

"So?" he asks, mouth never leaving mine. 


"You're hot. Really fuckin’ hot." 


He chuckles and gives a playful tug of my hair. "The clinic.” 


"Oh," | pant, not quite able to focus. "Negative. Clean 
"Good." 


Holy fuck! It's like having a whole different person in my apartment. Dressing up has allowed him to adopt a 


different persona, one who wants to seduce me. And l'm not going to disappoint. 

| run my hands up his bare sides before my fingers sweep over the tight fabric of the shirt. They catch 
against the hidden straps of the tiny bra he wears, my thumbs cupping his carefully crafted breasts before | 
clasp his narrow back. Holding him close, | willingly return his kisses, the ache in my groin becoming too much 
to ignore. 

Dave tugs on my hair again and | willingly follow, letting myself be pulled to the couch. Collapsing onto it, | look 
up at him. He's still there; the eyes, the smile, the hair. But there's something distinctly different, as though 


there's another person living in him, one who wants to come out and play. 


Fingers play with the ends of the braids as he looks down at me. When | gesture him closer, he steps up to 


me. 
| twirl a finger. "Turn around." 

Obediently he does, giving me his pert, denim clad ass. Resting my hands in the small of his back, | slowly slide 
them down and give his cheeks a firm squeeze. Dave purrs and dips his back and l'm ready to explode. 
Butterflies swirl in my stomach, a new sense of love growing. It's as though he's picked up on how I've been 
feeling. Sensed that my insecurities are growing again and has gone out of his way to make me want him. And | 
do want him. All of him. 

Giving him one last squeeze, | slide a hand between his legs and run it over the growing bulge in front. 

"Turn around," | softly repeat. "I'm gonna make you scream like the gorgeous girl you are." 

| don't look up at him as | undo the button on the jeans and slowly peel them down his legs. 


"Fuck me, Dave! You're gonna fuckin’ kill me!" 


He's shaved. Legs, balls, the fuckin’ works, leaving baby smooth skin behind. He chuckles as | nuzzle him, 
touching kisses to his bare flesh. 


"You're gonna itch like a bastard." 
He gently pets my hair. "Worth it for your reaction 


Licking my lips, | hungrily suck on the head of his cock. Two can play this game and his knees buckle, hands 


grabbing my hair. He mutters my name and | slide my mouth along his length, opening my throat and hoping 
for more. He doesn't disappoint, a muted howl passing his lips. Something in me awakens, something red and hot, 
a primal urge to have him on his knees begging. | want to hear him screaming. Want to hear his voice grow. 


Want to hear him describe what he wants me to do. 

"David." 

| look up at him, taking in the furrowed brow and heavy eyes. The scent of sex hangs over us. 

"Gonna." 

| nod and encourage him to pull my hair, to move me where he wants. Adding pressure, he pushes my head 
down until my nose is pressed against his hairless groin. | move, memorising the feeling of his shaved skin, 


etching it in to my mind for the long, lonely weeks which are coming. 


Pulling on my hair, Dave pushes me as far down his cock as lll go. Willingly, | take all of him, giving him a blow 
job to remember me by. 


With a hiss of my name, Dave comes, dick throbbing in my mouth. Eagerly | swallow his seed, sucking him until 
he's limp. My own erection reminds me it's still there and demanding attention Only I'm not doing it alone. 
Yanking up the bright pink jeans, | button them and pat my lap. 

"Over it" 

Still panting, he looks between my face and my thighs. | raise an eyebrow. 

"Want an explanation or gonna hazard a guess at what's coming?" 


He flashes me a sultry grin. "Me. Again. Thats what's coming.’ 


Holy fuck! Where's Dave? And who the fuck have you replaced him with? He's turning into a dirty, bratty slut 


and l'm not sure if | like it or not. 


Okay, | love it but I'm not sure how to handle him. | quite like it when he's all wide eyed and clinging to me. 
Mind you, I've seen his sense of humour, I've seen him drunk. | know there's more to him than the shy guy | 


first met. And, the more we get to know each other, the more he's coming out to play. 
Gazing up in to his dark eyes, | pat my thighs again. "Come on, over my knees. Gonna teach you to sass me." 
Giving me another look, he backs off, making me laugh. Grabbing his wrist, | pull him across my knees, my 


laughter continuing as he wriggles and protests. | can tell it's playful, anything else and I'd stop in a heartbeat. 
Struggling a little, Dave tries to get up, hands and feet pressed firmly against the floor. 


Resting a hand in the small of his back, | stroke my free one over his beautifully presented ass. "Not so fast. 


You ain't going anywhere until I'm done." 


"But. But" Dark eyes gaze up at me and | can see the lust glittering in them. He wants this as badly as | do. 
"But | didn't mean to." 


"Should have thought of that first, shouldn't you?" 


He pouts, eyes widening and | move to hold him down as | continue to rub small circles on his ass. "That look's 


gonna get you nothing. Don't make me pull your pants down" 
"Please don't hurt me," he purrs. 
Grinning, | bend down and kiss his bare back "Oh, I'll do what | want." 


Dave humphs and lowers his head, groin pressing against mine. | can feel his cock hardening again, throbbing 
and moving in his pants. Having him spread out over my knees and feeling him become excited turns me on far 
more than | want to admit. Drawing back my hand, | lightly tap his ass. He mewls and shifts, bending his knees 
a little. 


| clamp a hand to the back of his legs. "Feet on the floor. Same with your hands. Don't you be trying anything 
funny.” 


Again he looks at me, the pout still on his lips. "No, sir.” 


And I'm done! | try not to slump against the couch. Try not to just collapse there and then. He's teasing me, 
tormenting me, begging me to do my worst. | smack him again, my hand connecting with his cheeks. He squirms 
and moans, arching his back and lifting his butt before returning to rub himself against me. | know he can feel 
my erection, know he knows | want it as bad as he does. | give him several more slaps before he lifts his head 
and looks up at me. There's an almost sad look on his face and | want to bundle him into my arms and kiss it 


all away. 

That is until he says, "Pull my pants down" 

My heart patters in my chest. "You want it on your bare butt?" 

Dave nods, chest rising and falling. Lifting himself from my lap, he allows me to take his jeans down. When 
they're settled around the tops of his thighs, | push him back over my lap. He looks so hot like that, pants just 
revealing his pale, bare ass. He takes deep, laboured breaths, fingers curling into the carpet. Leaning down, | kiss 


each of his presented cheeks. 


"| love your ass. Love all of you. Could eat you alive." 
Yy Y Yy 


"You did," he snickers. "Earlier. And you can do it whenever you want." 


| clamp my hand back into the dip of his back, saying nothing as | deliver the first, stinging blow. He howls and 
moves, feet kicking until | push them back down. Again and again | smack him, enjoying the crack of my hand 
against his skin. | love watching how it reddens. Love watching how my hand impacts against it. Love seeing how 
he reacts. He squeals and moans, squirming before rubbing his hard cock against my jeans. | know he's trying 


to get off and, after ten strikes, | pull him back to his feet. 


Swaying slightly, Dave looks at me with glazed eyes, one hand creeping towards his cock. Smiling, | give the slick 
head a kiss. 


| know you're trying to get off. That can wait for another day. Time for me to have some fun as well." 


He gives me a lazy smile and | stroke over his hips before squeezing his ass. He purrs and pushes back into 


my hands. 
"Let me take a look." 


With the jeans still riding around his thighs, he turns around and lets me take a good look at his red butt. It's 
beautiful, my hand prints evident against his skin. Gently | kiss each one, his purring growing into soft moans. 


Running my thumb between his cheeks, | push them apart and kiss the soft flesh between them. 
"David." 


| ignore his gasps, ignore my name being called and dip my tongue against his puckered hole. Wrapping an arm 
around his waist, | hold him still as he shifts from one foot to the other. Quiet moans fill the air and he 
pushes himself back against me. | continue what l'm doing, teasing him and wrapping myself in everything he 


has to offer. 

Pressing my tongue to against him, | wrap my fingers around his cock and slowly begin to stroke. Suddenly he 
doesn't know whether to push back or rock forwards, his moans turning to soft calls of my name. Pre-come 
slicks his shaft, my fingers stroking it over his velvety flesh. 

Unable to wait any longer, | pull back and tap his back. "Take a step forward for me." 

When he does, | get to my feet, push my jeans To my ankles and return to the couch. Pulling Dave to my lap, | 
slide my cock against his ass, sinking back as tight warmth engulfs me. l'm not gonna penetrate him. Just gonna 
tease and rub myself against him. 


Tugging on one of the pigtails, | kiss him, my hand moving to hold his head back. "Just move." 


He pants, kisses wet and hungry. With my hand around his cock, | rock my hips, enjoying the way he holds my 
dick. | slide back and forth, the plush warmth sending me to heaven Its completely different to fucking, softer 


yet with a kinky edge | love. Closing his hand around his dick, | tempt him to open up, quietly push him to let 
me in. And he does, sucking on the tip of my tongue. 


Sinking my teeth into his neck, | nudge my cock against his balls. Heat rushes through me, my body tensing. My 


voice deepens, moans becoming louder, and | grip his cock tighter, stroking in time to my rocking, 

"Fuck," | hiss. "Fuck, fuck. Dave." 

He winds a hand around my head, stroking my hair and pulling my mouth back to his. My free hand winds into 
the hem of his shirt, lifting it a little before sliding beneath and groping his breasts. Fuck knows what he's used 
but they feel almost real, adding a surreal edge to our place. 

My body tightens and | hold him tight as the pleasure peaks and my orgasm takes over. Amid the blissful high, 
| feel Dave come, his seed splashing against his bare stomach. Resting my head against his shoulder, | take 
deep, even breaths as | come down. Dave relaxes against me and, for the first time, see the ugly red mark 
I've left on his neck, my teeth firmly imprinted against his flesh. 

Gently | touch it. "Sorry." 

"Don't be. | kinda like it." 

"Really?" 

"Yeah. If you haven't noticed, | don't really have an aversion to pain 

| smile and kiss the mark. "True." 

He chuckles softly and moves my head, giving me the barest of kisses. "I love you, David. Really, | do." 

Good, he's opening up, talking more freely, and | appreciate it. 

‘| love you too. Gonna miss you." 

I'll miss you too," he replies. "But we'll see each other." 

"Promise?" 

He laughs and ruffles my hair. "Getting a little clingy there, Ellefson?" 


Yes. "No." 


"Promise?" 


I's my turn to laugh. "Promise." 


Chapter 22 


Cleaning up, we head out. The day is still young, the afternoon showing her face with a blast of heat. It ripples 
over our skin as we take in a few of LA's. After the morning's twisted shenanigans, | want a laid back date kind 


of day before | have to kiss Dave goodbye. 
"| always wanted a star," | muse as we walk the infamous Walk of Fame. 
"Why?" 


"Verification that I'd actually done something with my life, | suppose. Proof to the doubters that | could do 


something.” 


Dave swings our linked hands, the motion continuing for a few moments. "Don't need a star in the ground for 
that. | don't want one. It's a symbol of all thats wrong in this world. Idolising someone for being good at being 
fake. How about stars for all the nurses and doctors and vets, huh? Much better to put them on a pedestal, 
right?" 


| smile and chuckle softly, "Yeah. The unsung heroes of our world” 
"Exactly." 


He's making me think and | like that. Once my brain had been dominated by drink, drugs, sex, fame, and fortune. 
The claws of the fame monster had gripped me tight, make me through my weight around. | was a peacock 
prancing around stage to adoring fans who thought the sun shone out of my ass. If I'd made an album of me 


farting it would have been hailed as worthy of praise. 


A couple of fans stop me for autographs but that's it. No one bothers me any more. I'm yesterday's news and 
that's how | like it. Beside me is tomorrow's, next week's, next months, and next year's news. Dave's played me 
a couple of rough mixes from the new album and l'm loving them. So different, so primal, like calls to a jilted 


generation 
My feet scuff against Louis Armstrong's star. Could this have been me? Could | have had one of these? And 
I've tossed it all away for someone who's going to spend the majority of our relationship coming and going. A 


few days ago | was sure | was doing the right thing. Now I'm not so sure. 


Fingers whisper along my jaw and into my hair, cupping the back of my neck. Closing my eyes, | lean in to the 
touch. 


"David... 


Lips slide over mine, as soft and gentle as the first snowfall. My arms go around his waist an | draw him close, 


the kisses slow and tender. | shiver beneath his touches, remembering why | first needed them. To heal my 
wounds, to ease my soul, To rebuild my life. To learn to love and accept another, even if that meant giving up 
my perfectly ordered life for them. Give and take. Acceptance of the human spirit and all its flaws. 


| allow myself to be backed against a wall, fingers tickling the hem of my shirt. Normally I'd resist such public 
displays of affection But I'm no longer David Ellefson, rock star. I'm David Ellefson, your normal every day 


person. 


Finally | pull away, pressing a final kiss to the tip of his nose. He smiles and me and takes my hand, the silent 
shadow walking beside me. 


We stock up on junk food and spend the rest of the day in front of the TV watching shitty music videos and 
putting the world to rights. Dave wants to get rid of all thats wrong in the world; war, famine, gluttony, and 
materialism. | have to agree with him, agree with the intelligent mind living in his head. 


Pulling his fragile frame to me, | run my hands over his torso, counting his ribs as | press kisses to his neck. 


Tilting his head to one side, Dave quietly purrs, fingers wrapping around mine. 

"Thank you," | quietly begin 

"What for?" 

"Everything. For breaking down my wall. Opening up to me. Getting me to open up. Talking to me. Everything.” 


Turning in my arms, he kneels over me. Hands cup my face, lips find mine, and dark hair hides us from the 


world. For the first time in a long time | feel needed, wanted. Loved. 


The trees throw spikes of shade over us. Parked in the furthest, most isolated corner of the parking lot, we 
stare at the line of trees and bushes. Beyond it is a tour bus waiting to spirit Dave away. Silence hangs over 
us, the radio long since turned off. The ache in my heart is almost too much to bear, shards of hurt stabbing 
through me. In his bag is a package I've told him not to open before he leaves the city. It contains cash, a 
photograph of us, and enough stamps to send a postcard from each stop on their US leg. Whether he'll be in 
any fit state to do so is another matter. But they're there if he feels the need to reach out. 


I've also written a letter, something a little more heartfelt than the normal shit I've written. Itll either scare 


the shit out of him or make him smile. l'm hoping for the latter. 


| know my eyes mirror my soul and when hair is tucked behind my ear | nearly break down. l'm not used to 
this level of emotion. Not used to a smashed soul. 


Looking at Dave | see the same sadness in his eyes. A raw pain. The morning sunlight catches the necklace | 
gave him all those weeks ago. In our time together he's never taken it off and it helps to ease the pain. Curling 
a finger under his chin, | draw him in for a tiny kiss. Grabbing my head, he roughly kisses me and scrambles in 
to my lap. He feels as though he weighs next to nothing, all skin and bone, so delicate in my hands. 

| grab at him, the kiss deepening as my hands sweep up his back. Shifting back and forth, he gets comfortable 
and | feel the bulge in his jeans. My own body reacts, my cock hardening. He paws at me, hands sliding to my 
jeans and fumbling with the zipper. 

"Shit, Dave! Fuck no, not herel!" 

He sucks at my lower lip, free hand clasping the back of my head. "Why not?" 

Fuckin’ daylight 


He snickers and reaches down. Finding the switch, he pushes the seat back a little, giving us more space. 


"Perfectly fuckin’ okay. No one's gonna care." 


I'm about to protest but he shoves his hand down the front of my pants, grabbing my cock and giving it a 
rough stroke. Hissing, | arch my back and rock into his fist. 


Ill be quick." He kisses me again. "Wanna know what you feel like without the rubbers." 


There's no protesting and | fight with Dave's jeans, pushing them down to his thighs. His cock springs free and 
my hands grab at the black tshirt he wears, moving to push it over his head. 


He stops me, a wicked grin on his face, eyes sparkling with mischief. "Leave it” 
"You'll fuckin! come all over it" 
His grin widens. "I know." 


Oh, fuck me! | lean back against the seat, my breath coming in short pants. "You filthy little slut," | finally 


manage to say. 
Hands grab at my face, rough kisses covering my lips. "I know." 


Wriggling around, he carefully lowers himself on to my cock, teeth bared as he hisses. My hands slide to his 
hips, rubbing small circles as he adjusts. He still drives me crazy, his warmth and tightness pushing me to the 
edge of sanity. | want to come, want to thrust in to him so hard he screams. Want the slowly filling parking lot 
know that I've got this little hottie riding my dick. 


One hand slides up his back, feeling his spine, and | kiss his cheek. "Move, sweetie. Make it quick" 

Nestling his head against my shoulder, his breath tickles my cheek. "You feel fuckin’ amazing." 

| smile and stroke the back of his head. "So do you. Fuckin’ incredible. Can't wait to take this nice and slow." 
Dave rises and falls, legs stretching beside mine. "Come and see me on tour?" 

"If | can afford it.” 

| rock my hips up to meet his. He does feel amazing. It's as though every inch of him is alive and responding to 
my touch. Kissing his cheek, | move with him as best | can, my voice uttering his name. To me, he's beautiful, 


this skinny creature who I'd happily give up everything for. 


My fingers wander over his cock and Dave howls. "Gonna come with me?" | murmur. "Gonna come nice and 


hard and show everyone you've been having a good time?" 

"Yes. Yes. Oh, fuck, yes." 

| smile, my eyes falling closed as | hold him close. A shiver runs over my skin, the knot in my groin tightening. | 
stroke him hard, feeling him move and throb against my palm, the head of his erection aimed at the black 
shirt. My breathing becomes heavier, the blood rushing to my head. With one final, deep thrust, | come, stars 
exploding behind my eyes as | howl his name. Dave comes with me, his own voice joining mine as he shakes, 
arms wrapped around my neck. 

Taking deep breaths, | lean back, still gently stroking his softening cock. His shirt is a mess, pearly come 
glistening against the stark black. Smiling, | run a finger through it and offer it out to him. Eyes locked on to 
mine, Dave eager licks my fingers. 

Grinning, | kiss him, tasting him. "You filthy boy." 

Dave holds me close, his heart pattering against mine. "You love it." 


"Damn right | do." My hands tickle his lower back and he squirms, chuckling softly. "I'll always love it 


And | will. I'll always love the things he surprises me with. | get a feeling there'll be a lot more. A lot, lot more. 


Chapter 23 


Sitting on the other side of the trees, I'd listened as the bus had pulled away, taking my heart with it. I'm not 


ashamed to say that | cried, the world I'd given up my previous life for leaving me. 


The TV babbles as | lie on the floor, a pile of application forms in front of me. Burger joints, tourist shops, 
music stores. The money will run out soon and | need to make more. There's one job | really want, the form 


staring at me from the top of the pile. 
Paddy Paws Animal Rescue and Rehoming 


Having spent my formative years on a farm I'm sure I've got the necessary experience, if not the 
qualifications. Already I've listed several farms in Minnesota for references and not l'm planning on telling them 


all that | know. 
Picking up the pen, | take a deep breath, and begin 


/ was born and raised on a farm in Jackson, MN | lived there until the age of eighteen and helped work the land, as 


well as care for livestock and personal pets.. 


The first night is the worst. | can still smell Dave's scent, still hear his voice. He's everywhere, right down to 
the abandoned hairbrush. Lying in bed, | stare at the ceiling and idly play with my dick. It's what we men do 
when we don't have anything better to do. | wonder if Dave's thinking about me? Wonder if he's talking about 


me? 


Picking up my pager, | glance at the screen. Nothing. It all started with this little box and now it looks like it's 


going to continue with it. 


Morning dawns and, despite the sun, | feel cold and alone. My heart still aches, a stone in my chest. But | 
mustn't dwell. Mustn't become the clingy, needy boyfriend demanding every last second of attention 


Dragging myself from the bed, | make coffee and scribble a note to Dave. I'll send it to one of the addresses 
on his itinerary so it's there and waiting for him. l'm tempted to write a long, filthy letter, describing 
everything | want to do to him. Maybe later. 


Pulling on some clothes, | tie my hair back and make myself look halfway respectable. The pile of finished 


applications glare at me. Time to get on with it. 


My first stop is the strip of tourist shops not far from the apartment block Most are open 24/7 and staffed 
by bored looking teenagers on summer break. Hardly the best career choice for an ex-musician. They take the 
papers and toss them on piles behind the counters, snapping their gum and looking at me with dead, listless 


eyes. 


The music store fares a little better, the guy | hand the application to at least smiles. His eyes sparkle and he 
asks about Megadeth. | shrug and tell him it was time to move on. | can already see the dollar signs in his 
eyes at the prospect of having an ex-member of one of thrash's founding members giving bass lessons in his 


store. 

My heart flips as | approach the brick and mortar building of the rescue centre. A friendly looking sign stands 
on the road, a cartoon cat and dog on it, the centre's name surrounded by paw prints. | all but race inside, a 
smile breaking my face as | hear barking and meowing. 

The woman at the counter looks over my application before placing it to one side. My heart sinks. 

"We'll be in touch, Mr Ellefson" 


"Ermm.. Thanks. Can l-?" | gesture behind her, to the areas the animals are kept in. "I'd like to adopt." 


A smile finally pulls at her lips and she presses a bell. To our left, a door opens and a young woman, dressed in 


the centre's pink polo shirt, walks out. 


'Krissie, will you please show this gentlemen around? He'd like to rescue.2 


They tell me that older cats don't get rescued so quickly. So | find myself taking home a big, eight year old 
black and white moggie. His green eyes watch me from the cat carrier the entire way home, an age old 
knowledge shimmering in them. | call him Mocha, to match his toy cat brother Coffee. 


His furry, purring presence is a comfort as | sit on the couch and stare at my pager. There's a single 


message on there, one which makes me feel more lonely than before. 
Hil Tour great! D x 


No call, nothing. | have to remember that he's young and enthusiastic. He's going to be having the time of his 


life. And | don't blame him. Doesn't stop me from missing him. 


Picking up the photo album | started, | show a photo to Mocha. It was another one taken by a stranger, my 
friends having disappeared when | left the band. We're sitting on a bench, hugging each other tight, and grinning 
like idiots. Our eyes sparkle and our hair twists in a tangle of light and dark 


"This is another David," | say to the slightly interested cat. "But we call him Dave. He's away at the moment. 


He's the drummer for a band called Nirvana. You'll get to meet him soon hopefully.” 

Mocha stretches and yawns before curling into a ball and falling asleep. Great. Not even the cat is interested. 
I've suddenly realised how quiet my life is. With no band to occupy me l'm back to square one, the new guy in 
the big city. No interests, no job, no friends, it's like the slate's been wiped clean. l'm living for a single person 
and now that person is gone. 

Taking the bass out of its case, it's like looking at an alien being, a relic form another era Throwing the strap 
over my shoulder, | begin to play, tiny sound coming from my small practice amp. Mocha just flicks an ear and 


rolls on to his back, paws stuck in the air. 


The familiar sounds reach my ears, the songs which | played a long time ago. Songs I'd played on stage to 
thousands of people. 


| miss it. 


The notes die as | stop and look at the phone. No, | can't do it. | can't call anyone. They're not a part of my life 


anymore. 
Sadly, | put away the bass. One day. Maybe. One day. | mustn't let the resentment grow. This was done for a 


very good reason. | committed career suicide because | fell in love and the only way to foster that love was 


by keeping it away from the people who could kill it. 


l'm jolted awake by the phone's shrill tone. 

25lam. 

Two fifty fuckin’ one in the morning! 

| grab it just to shut it up. "What?!" 

"David?! Daaaaaaavid?l" 

Rubbing my fist into my forehead, | groan. "Dave?" 
"Yeah! Yeah, it's me!" 


"Are you drunk?" 


There's a long, guilty pause before | get, "Maybe." 

"Tell the truth or I'll spank your ass again." 

He chuckles, low and husky. "Noooo. Not drunk." 

"You are, aren't you?" 

"Noooood! I'd never do that. Never!" 

"Yeah, right! How's it going?" 

"s good. Really good” 

| can almost see him swaying, clutching the phone as he does. 
"Keeping out of trouble?" | tease. 

"Yessssss..” 

"Where are you?" 

"Party. I'm stealin' someone's phone. At their house." 
Great! Grinning, | sit up. "You're being naughty, Dave." 
"No! I'm not! | promise!" 

"You are. And do you know what | do to naughty people?" 


More silence. | can hear the party raging in the background, shouting and loud music. Someone calls to him, 


calling him a fag and telling him to hang up. 
"No," he finally whispers, voice barely audible above the noise. "What do you do?" 


My cock is already hard at the thought. Kicking off the sheets, | wrap a hand around my length and spread my 


legs in a wanton display of my sexuality. If only there were someone here to watch. 


"Well," | begin, my voice low and husky. "I pull down their pants and put them over my knee. | admire their ass 


because | only spank the nicest asses.’ 


| hear a quiet gasp, one which makes me smile, my cock twitching against my palm. "I like to touch them, 


stroke the soft, white skin. Cup each delicious globe and give it a squeeze. Maybe run my finger along the 


crack and find their puckered little hole. It gives them a false sense of security. Makes them think it's not 
going to hurt." 


Across the line, Dave's breath hitches. The party gets louder and the thought of him not being able to escape 
makes me even harder. Pre-come dribbles from the head and down my shaft, making my skin soft. | stroke 
myself a little faster, my own breath hitching. 

‘Sometimes | kiss their gorgeous little asses. Love feeling their warm skin against my lips. When l'm done 


getting them nice and ready, | lay the first spank across the back of the legs. Loving seeing them wriggle and 
moan. Love hearing the crack of my hand against their ass." 


"David." 

"Yeah?" 

‘| wanna-" He stalls, the voices around him getting louder. 
"Wanna come?" 

"Yeah." 

"And you can't because you're surrounded by people?" 
"Pretty much, yeah." 


Sinking back against the bed, | stroke myself faster, Dave's breathy voice pushing me closer to the edge. "Want 


me to spank you?" 

"Yeah." 

"Want me to make you come just from spanking?" 

He groans, breath shuddering. "Yeah." Someone suddenly calls his name and he mutters something. "I gotta go." 
"You gonna touch yourself later?" 

Dave chuckles. "Damn right | am. Love you." 

"Love you too." 

The line goes dead and | drop the phone back to the cradle. Closing my eyes, | picture him over my lap, a pair 


of tight, white shorts covering his skinny ass. A few seconds later and I'm coming, my cock throbbing as | call 


his name. 


Chapter 24 


Author's Notes: 
Hey babe, how\'s your day been? 


No, you first. 

Oh. what? The delay\'s quite bad 

Yeah, sorry. 

Where are you, | can\'t really hear you 
A faxi distracted. 

Anyway you. You were saying? 

Wait, uh. 

Now they\re waving me over 

Can | call you back? 

Yeah, everything\'s fine.. 


\'Telemiscommunications \'-Deadmau5 


Paddy Paws called the day after | dropped the application in, inviting me for an interview. Two hours later and 
the job was mine. Walking down a line of neat, clean cages | check my pager. Nothing. And there hasn't been 
anything for days. 


Sighing, | stop in front of one of the stacks of cages and look at the cats inside. They're all content and napping, 
happy to be safe. | feel good, good that I'm working at a shelter which cares for their animals rather than 
destroys them. Opening one of the cages, | reach in and stroke the big orange tom inside. He purrs 
appreciatively beneath my fingers and a smile finally cracks my face. I'm happy to see there's a reserved 


sticker on his cage. 
"Going to a new home, huh, buddy? Yeah, they'll look after you. Bet they will” 


And l'm happy for him, truly | am. | just wish | could say the same for myself. 


Checking he mailbox outside of my apartment building, I'm sad to find only a smattering of bills and flyers. 
Nothing. No postcards. No notes. No nothing. Maybe I've finally scared him off, especially with the inordinate 
amount of mail I've been sending to his various destinations. Maybe he's decided he's embarrassed by me and 
this is his way of telling me it's all over. 

Heaving myself into the apartment, | suddenly feel alone and abandoned. Maybe | was just a fad to him? Maybe 
he's found someone better? And | don't blame him. | mean, | went from celebrity to nobody overnight. Now l'm 
the man who waits pathetically for his boyfriend to call, or write, or visit, hanging on to every word as though 
it might be the last. 

Mocha dumps himself into my lap the second | sit down, his furry form rumbling. Idly | stroke him. 

"Any calls?" 

He just twitches an ear. 

"Your Momma in Minnesota not leave you a message?" 

Another ear flick 

"Hmph." 


Odd. My mother normally calls at least once a week and, if | miss her, she leaves a message. | haven't heard 


from her for going on ten days. 


Picking up the cat, | place him back on the couch. Looking at the answering machine, | frown. No flashing light. 
Picking up the phone, my blood runs cold as | listen for a dial tone. 


There is no dial tone. 

Slamming it down, | sort through the mail. One is the latest phone bill 
Paid. 

In full. 

By me. 


So who the fuck's cut off my phone?! 


Grabbing my wallet and keys, | storm down to a payphone and drop a handful of quarters in. Impatiently | dial 


the phone company and wait 
When they finally answer, | give them my details before demanding, "Who cut off my phone service?" 
"We can't tell you that, sir" 

"Why not?" 

"Customer confidentiality. The new resident of your address changed providers’ 

"WHAT? 

She repeats herself 

"| still live therel" | storm. "That's my apartment!" 

"Sorry, sir, but it says here that you moved out! 

"But | havent lm still there! Check the line. There isn't another phone connected" 


I'm getting desperate and | can feel a migraine taking hold. Who the fuck would do such a thing? Who would 


fuck around with my life? | know that for some people a phone isn't important. For me, it's a life line. 


"But there is, sir. Your number has been reassigned" 

At that, my blood runs cold Who hates me this much? It can't be Dave. Maybe the rest of his band and crew 
would. They've already warned him off me a few times and I'm wondering if this is their way of getting him to 
break up with me. Sighing, | rest my aching head against the cool metal of the payphone. 


"Thanks," | say and hang up. 


| call my pager company and it's the same story. Cut off and the number reassigned to a new device. No, they 
can't tell me who. 


Walking back to the apartment, | see the mail man drop something into my box. Confused at the second 
delivery, | stop him. 


"Got trapped in my bag," he says with a shrug. "Didn't see it until now. Sorry.’ 
Nodding, | take out the letter and my heart leaps. It's from Dave. 


Yet my body turns cold as | tear it open and read it. 


Davidl 


Been trying to call but your phone's been cut off. Called again today and your number redirected to Dave M. 
The fuck is going on?! 


The Other Dave. 
Oh, hell. 
Oh, fuck. 
Oh, shit. 


Leaning against the wall, | stare at the words. My heart's in tatters, my body cold. The fucker. The fucker who 


promised me he'd leave me alone and let me be happy has done this. 


Soon the anger rises again, raw and hot, clawing through me. Racing up the stairs, | grab my car keys and 
scribble a note to my nice neighbour. She's kind enough to look after the apartment while I'm away so l'm sure 


she won't mind feeding Mocha. 


Throwing myself into the car, | head for Mustaine's. | barely see the road and how | don't crash, | don't know. 
I'm fuming, the anger blinding me. | snarl and spit in the car, cursing the day | ever met him. Swinging the car 
into the parking lot of his apartment building, | run up the stairs and hammer on the door. When the door 
opens, he doesn't get the chance to say anything as | swing my fist in to his face. 


Forcing my way in, | kick the door shut and glare at him. Whatever colour his already pale skin has gone, 


draining away. Blood dots his upper lip. Any fight he has already been disabled. 
"Why'd you do it?!" 


He just stands there and stares at me, hands in his pockets and shoulders slumped. Striding over to him, | 
wrap a hand around his throat and push him against the wall. His mouth opens and closes a few times, the 


adrenaline beginning to course through him. 
"WHY?!" 


Mustaine just shakes his head, a few strands of hair falling into his eyes. Hauling him away from the wall, | 
toss him to the couch and pace in front of him, my hands balled in to fists. | want to kill him. Want to tear 
him limb from limb. After what he did, after telling me to be happy, telling me | needed someone stable, he 
does this. Actually, l'm not surprised. Somewhere along the line his mood has changed again and he's decided 


that he actually does want me. But he's never going to get me back. 


As | stride across the room, | stare at the phore, willing it to ring. If my list reads right, Nirvana have just 
played a show in the Netherlands and should be on their way home. Wherever home is. | don't know where 
Dave will be headed. l'm trying to work out where they're going to land. Probably via New York. But from 
there, | don't know where he'll go and I'm desperately trying to work out if there's anyone | can call to find out. 
"Dave," my voice sounds cracked as | speak, the anger being replaced with sadness. "Why'd you do it? Really?" 

| hear him shift on the couch. "Dunno." 

"You must have had a reason" 

"Dunno." 

Sighing, | stop and look at him. He's slumped down the couch, head down and hands in his lap. Shaking my head, | 
walk over to his phone. | can call Carl. He booked all of our travel and if anyone's in the loop on who's where in 
the world, it's him. 

Dialling his number, | wait. 

"Carl Wolanski." 

"Carll It's David Ellefson!" 

| hear him pause. "David. Good to hear from you. How are you?" 

"I'm." Hs my turn to pause. "I'm okay. | was wondering if you could help me?" 


"Sure. Fire away.” 


Digging my nails into my palm, | begin, "I'm looking for Dave Grohl. He's flying back in from Europe and | want to 


know where he's routing to." 


| hear him take a breath. "David, everyone wants to know where they are. But I'll see what | can do. Where are 


you calling from?" 


| give him the number, thank him, and hang up. Looking back to Mustaine, | sigh and shake my head. "You're 
hopeless. Absolutely hopeless. How could you do this? This is low, even for you." 


Right now | could do with a drink, a smoke. Hell, I'd even go so far as going back to the smack. He's managed to 
ruin any chances | had of a normal life and doing my best to hold back. Hold back the tears and the screaming. 


I'm not going to lower myself any more, not after slugging him. 


| jump when the phone rings and | snatch it up. "Carl?!" 


There's a pause on the other end of the line before a voice demands, "David?!" 

My heart plummets. "Dave?!" 

"Yeah, it's me! What the fuck is going on?!" 

"Mustaine," | hiss, "had my phone and pager rerouted to his hou-" 

"Yeah, like l'm supposed to fuckin believe that, David!" 

My eyes bug and my back slams into the wall. "What?!" 

The anger in his voice is evident, even over the distant line. "Thought you'd fuck with me, did you?" 
"Dave, NO!" 


"Yeah, like l'm supposed to believe that. I've been tryin’ to keep in fuckin’ touch but you've never answered 


your phone, nor your pager. | sent you a shit ton of stuff in the mail." 


| feel the colour drain from my face and | swing on Mustaine, the phone clutched beneath me chin "WHERE'S 
MY MAIL, MUSTAINE?! WHERE THE FUCK IS IT?!" 


He jumps and shakes his head. 

"NOW!" 

Its the first time I've seen Mustaine genuinely scared and a raw excitement burns through me. He scrambles 
to his feet and ferrets around under the couch. A pile of postcards and envelopes are held out to me. Taking 


them, | drop them onto a low table and swing for him. 


"ll fuckin’ kill you, Mustaine! And if you kill yourself, I'm coming after you, bringing you back and doing the job 
myself, you evil piece of shit!" 


From the other end of the line, | can hear talking and | turn my attention back to the phone. 
"-over. | can't do this, David. m not gonna be intimidated by some psycho." 
A chill runs over me and | slump back against the wall. "No! Dave, no! Don't say that!" 


"David, | gotta. | can't live with that. I'm sorry." He pauses and | hear him take a breath before he whispers, 


"Love you." 


Then he's gone, the line suddenly dead. Howling, | launch myself at Mustaine, fists flying. This time he fights 
back. 


Chapter 25 


Leaning against the sink of the aircraft's cramped bathroom, | stare at myself in the mirror. One eye is 
bruised and there are marks all over my face and neck. My body hasn't fared much better, the cuts and 


bruises darkening my skin 


We'd fought like cat and dog, hissing, spitting, and screaming until the phone had rung. It had been Carl, telling 
me | had twelve hours to get to New York. With a final kick to Mustaine's ribs, I'd gone. 


Dave's words rattle through my head, ghosts in the machine. It's over. It's over. Its over. | don't blame him. 
Not when you've got the likes of Dave Mustaine breathing down your neck. But its not over, not without a 
fight. And I'm willing to fight. 


Slinking back to my seat, | avoid the glares of the other passengers. They must think I'm a terrible person. And 
| am because | failed to protect the one person | love from their greatest foe. Couldn't protect them from 


someone whose morals are in the gutter. 


| pull the stack of mail from my bag and go through it. Postcards from everyone one of his stops, covered in 
scrawled handwriting and little doodles. Envelopes stuffed with notes, ticket stubs, and flyers. And a short 


letter from Germany which breaks my heart. 


You are the reason | wake. The reason | sleep. The reason | keep fighting this fight 


Kennedy airport is the usual rush of chaos. Nursing a coffee, | watch planes come and go. | redeyed it to get 
here and, boy, am | feeling it. My body aches from the beating and the lack of sleep. But itll be worth it. | 
called work and told them I'd had a family emergency. It is. My own little family of one. 


| watch the arrivals board. KLM OBI is what I'm looking for. Expected at 132am. Finally it comes up with the 


message On Time and | make my way to the arrivals hall, butterflies swirling through my stomach. 


The arrivals hall is just as busy as everywhere else. People mill around, waiting for their loved ones. In the 
midst of them, | see a cluster of reporters. Whether they're waiting for Nirvana or someore else, | don't know. 


| can't tell from what they're wearing but they all clutch notepads and pens. A few carry cameras. 


The minutes tick away slowly, the pain in my body growing. Some of it comes from the nerves I'm feeling. 
Understandably I'm rattled by yesterday's phone call. | want to make everything better. Even if the worst 
comes to the worst and we do break up, | want Dave to know that what happened was none of my doing. That 


it was the plot of someone so bent on hurting me that they'd lower themselves to destroying our relationship. 


My eyes flick to the arrivals board as the minutes count down Finally, at just before 130am, it changes to 


from On Time to Landed My heart is in my throat as | wait, my hands wrapped around the cold, metal barrier. 
My pulse beats through my skull and | can feel the sickness swirling through my stomach. What do | say? 
What do | do? | don't want to shout him. Don't want to make a scene. Follow them out? Follow them to catch 


their next plane? 


The arrivals doors open and close, swarms of people coming through. Some look happy. Some look as though 
they're being lead to their deaths. | know how they feel. From the corner of my eye, | see the group of 
reporters step forward and, the next moment, they're calling out questions. Another group of people, all 
clutching records, surge against the barriers. My head swings around and | see them, my fragile looking 
boyfriend sandwiched in the myriad of people. Closing my eyes, | send up a silent prayer before looking back at 
them. They answer a few questions, shake a few hands, sign a few autographs, and move on. Resting my 
elbows on the barrier, | hope to get his attention. 


Dark eyes sweep over me as he walks past and he takes a minute step backwards. | see shock register on his 
face before he shakes his head and continues walking. My heart shatters and | break in to a slow job, keeping 
up with them as they cross the large hall. | dodge through people until | catch him. Resting a hand on his 
shoulder, | gently pull him to a stop. 

Dave sadly looks over his shoulder. "David, no. Please just let me go." 

| feel cold and my hand slips from his shoulder. "Then let me explain myself." 


"What's there to explain?" 


| just want to chase away the pain and sadness in his eyes. He's trying to hide it but the heartbreak is evident. 
He really did love me. He loved me with everything he had and it's been broken because of one fucking idiot. 


When | don't reply, he shakes his head, gazes at the floor and carries on walking. 

"Dave, stop!" 

Several people look at me and | feel the weight of accusing stares. They know what's happened. Know that Dave 
got involved with "the wrong people". | slink back before carrying on. Words are no good right now. They'll do 
nothing but cause more pain. Grabbing his skinny shoulders, | swing him around and push him against a wall. 
Before he has time to react, | cup his face and press my mouth to his. Hands flail at my shoulders and | hear 
him begin to protest. 

Pulling back, | continue to hold him, staring into his eyes. Anger, hurt, and shock roll through them. 


‘lm not fighting with you in the middle of an airport," | say. 


"David, there's nothing to fight about! You fucked up!" 


"| didn't! Let me talk. Please." 
"Why?!" His tiny body stiffens beneath my hands. 


"Because there's so much to this story. Whatever the fuck Mustaine said to you, you don't listen, okay? 


There's a reason everyone hates him, and you've had it first hand." 

Dave shakes his head and looks over my shoulder. "I've gotta go. Got places to be." 

"Not for the next two weeks you don't. We're working this out right now." 

"There's nothing to work out!" He pulls away from me and begins to make his way back to his bandmates. 
Grabbing his wrist, | pull him back to me. The anger in his face is like nothing I've ever seen. 

"You gonna hit me now too, huh?" he growls. 

My jaw drops. "Sorry?" 


He snorts and shakes his head. "Yeah, your "boyfriend" threatened to kill me. | assume you're here to finish 


this off" 


My head swims and | hold tightly to his wrist. He begins to struggle and l'm waiting for him to start 


screaming. 
'l'd never do that!" | protest. "Dave, you should know me better than that!" 

| was warned about you!" 

"So don't listen!" I'm beginning to get frustrated. "And he's not my boyfriend. You are!" 

"WAS!" he retorts. 

That's a sting to the heart and | let him go. Dave takes a couple of steps from me, eyes dark as he glowers. 
"Don't listen to them, Dave," | plead softly. "Please don't listen to them" 

He's still in front of me and I'm surprised. Something must be keeping him here. 

"Please let me explain. Give me thirty minutes. Then you can go." 


He looks beyond my shoulder and huffs. "Thirty minutes?" 


| nod. 
‘Only if you buy me something to eat. l'm starving.’ 


Giving him a weak smile, | offer out my hand. He shakes his head but falls in step beside me all the same. 


Chapter 26 


The table at the coffee shop heaves under a small mountain of food. Dave ordered pretty much everything on 


the menu, no doubt to let me know who's in charge. 


Sitting across from me, he glowers from behind strands of dark hair. The guilt eats away at me, chomping at 


my soul, slowly destroying me. | can even face my coffee, let alone any of the food. 

"Mustaine got jealous." 

Dave snorts and takes a sip of his soda. 

"More than | ever thought he would,” | continue. "I didn't expect him to get like this." 

"Yeah, right." 

| sink down into my chair, dejected. "Dave, please let me talk" 

| was warned about you," he spits. 

"| know," | sigh. 

"No, you don't. | took a heap of shit for being with you. People told me that you had a habit of fucking people 
and dumping them. Screwing with their heads. | fuckin’ loved you. Gave you everything. And all | was was a 
fuckin’ toy. You didn't care." 

The pain in his voice is sharp and | deserve his pain and grief. In my younger years, U did that. Was reckless 
with people. Loved them one day and fucked them over the next. | don't deserve anyone's heart, let alone 
everything which comes with them. 

"You're right." | look at the table. "| was a bad person. | did screw people over. | did fuck with their feelings. 
Then | cleaned up and hated myself for what I'd done. It's why | stayed single. Then you came along and 


changed my life." 


"Like hell | did. You saw some kid, fresh in Hollywood, and thought you'd mess with him. Should have listened to 


those warnings about you and Mustaine being the dangerous duo ‘cause they're all true.” 
"Once." My voice cracks. "Once they were true. Not any more" With tears prickling my eyes, | finally look at 
him. "Dave, | love you so much. More than I've ever loved anyone and this is killing me. Tearing me apart. What 


will it take for me to make it up to you?" 


Those dark eyes narrow before taking on a wistful light. "You love me?" 


"With every fibre of my being," | sadly say. 
He stares at the food before us, fingers toying with the can of soda. 


“Take me on a date," he says softly. "Without the expectation of anything. Twenty four hours here, in New 
York" 


My heart wrenches and, when | reach out to take his hand, he willingly gives it to me. Squeezing his fingers, a 
tear finally slides down my cheek. 


Central Park at this time of the year is perfect. The sun's out and people are enjoying themselves. We walk 
amid the trees, trying to go unnoticed. Something which is difficult in a city which has its finger on the pulse 
of everything "cool". And Nirvana are on the cusp of becoming "cool". People stop Dave, ask for autographs and 
the occasional photo. He gives them all graciously and with that huge smile of his. 

"| don't get it" 

"Get what?" | ask. 

"Why they like us." 

"Because you speak to them. Because you're approachable. Because you have talent. That's why.’ 

He looks at me and smiles. "You think?" 

Returning his smile, | nod. "I know." 

Beside me, David slows and, a second later, | feel his hand brush against mine. Stopping, | looking into his eyes 
and search his face. Its there, a need so deep it hurts. He wants to be loved. Wants to be wanted. But 
insecurity is stopping him. We're not perfect. None of us are. We just have to break through the barriers. 
Dave made the mistake of listening to the stories. | made the mistake of not reaching out to him more. In my 
mind, he was in a box. The "On Tour" box. He didn't need a clingy boyfriend hounding him every day. 

But maybe that's exactly what he wants and needs and just doesn't know how to tell me. 

When Dave smiles nervously and reaches out to take my hand, | find myself sinking to my knees. Wrapping my 
arms around his narrow waist, | rest my head against his stomach and try to stop the emotions which swell 


through me. 


Hands stroke my hair. "David?" 


| look up at him. "You are the most beautiful creature alive," | say. "| want you. | need you. | love you more 


than life itself. And | would never, ever hurt you. Not in this lifetime or any other." 


The hotel is nothing special. Just some chain place in downtown Manhattan. As the day draws to a close we 
need somewhere to crash. Dave's not picky and neither am |. We did the things which any tourist would do 
while in Central Park. We ate ice cream and rode the carousel. We lounged in the sun and sat beneath the 
trees. We made idle conversation and sang our favourite songs. It was a perfect day and | feel like I've made a 
breakthrough. Feel like he's realising that his insecurities are unfounded. And now l'm going to show him that | 
don't need him to touch me. Not unless he wants to. 


Slipping from the shower, | find him sitting cross legged on the ed. Tendrls of wet hair hang around his face, 
water still speckling his skin. His head is bowed and he scribbles in the notebook he brought. Words, lyrics, 
thoughts, ideas. Things which you can't let go of until they're written down. 


Sitting behind him, | lean against the head board and watch. | have nothing to write any more. No songs, no 
stories. Not unless you want to hear stories of the cats | look after. My mind drifts to Mocha and | wonder 


how he is. He's a cat; he'll be fine. 


Finally Dave drops the notebook and pen to the floor, his brain obviously exhausted. He lies beside me, curled in 
on himself, eyes watching me. A smile pulls at his lips. 


"Hey," | softly say. 

"Hey." 

He still wears the necklace he took from my apartment. Maybe he didn't believe the stories. Maybe there was 
a little but of hope in him after all. Gently | stroke a hand over his head, playing with his hair. Still smiling, 
Dave closes his eyes and purrs softly. Getting to his knees, he lowers himself to my lap, arms going around 
my neck. | resist touching him, instead keeping my hands on the bed. From behind the mess of his hair, he 
smiles at me and shifts himself closer. My breath comes in shuddering pants, my fingers balling into the 
sheets. 

"Make love to me, David" 

Groaning, | sink back against the headboard and bring my hands to his strong, lean thighs. "Are you sure?" 


He leans closer and teasingly brushes his lips against mine. "Very." 


| stiffen as he grips my face and deepens the kiss. My hands slide up under the towel and his to hips, holding 
him tight. Slowly he begins to grind himself against me, my cock reacting to the feeling of his towelled ass. 


Gripping the towel, | give it a gentle tug. Pulling the garment away, his cock springs free. Long, thick, and 


gorgeous. 


It was slow and sensual, something | hadn't felt in a long time. Having him sitting in my lap, head thrown back 
and back arched, was the most beautiful sight I'd ever seen. Mustaine had never been this open and honest 

with me. If we argued, he shut down If we were in bed, we fucked. Never have | had someone who laid down 
the law to me. Talk. Dont shut down Most of all, don’t shut me out when Im not here. Love me as if | was by 


your side. 


Dave wasn't a complex character. He's too easy to read, living for the music. There was just one thing he was 


missing from his life. Love. And he'd come to me to find it. 
The next day we both flew home. 
To LA. 


Together. 


